











Men! seri vr 
Making Outfit REE S 


See How Easy 
It Is to Make 


ZS Qaoe 
IN A DAY! 


Do you want to make more 

money in full or spare time... 

as much as $30.00 in a day? Then 

mail the coupon below for this BIG OUTFIT, sent you 

FREE, containing more than 100 fine quality fabrics, 

Add to Your sensational values in made-to-measure suits, topcoats, 

Profits with and overcoats. Take orders from friends, neighbors, 

Tailored Suits fellow-workers. Every man prefers better-fitting, bet- 

for Ladies! ter-looking made-to-measure clothes, and when you 

By Be show the many beautiful, high quality fabrics—men- 

ings by taking orders tion the low prices for made-to-measure fit and style 

et” aa" coe —and show our guarantee of satisfaction, you take 

pn pote aman —_ orders right and left. You collect a big cash profit in 

Many husbands sell advance on every order, and build up fine permanent 
suits to men, their income for yourself in spare or full time. 


wives sell suits and 
skirts to women 


You ‘can too? Outit No Experience Needed 

contains styles, prices, 

—— ee It’s amazingly easy to take measures, and you don’t 
need any experience to take orders. Everything is 
simply explained for you to cash in on this wonderful 

opportunity. Just mail this coupon now and we'll send 

you this big, valuable outfit filled with more than 100 fine 


YOUR OWN SUITS fabrics and everything else you need to start. You'll say 


this is the greatest way to make money you ever saw. Rush 


WITHOUT I¢ COST! the coupon today! 
Our plan makes it easy for PIONEER TAILORING CO., Dept. P-1264 


you to get your own personal Congress & Throop Sts., Chicago 7, Ill. 
suits, topcoats, and over- 
coats without paying 1lc—in ree ee we ee ee ee ee ee ee ee ee es 


addition t ur big cash 
nk of it! Not onl PIONEER TAILORING CO., Dept. P-1264 


earnings. Think of it! Not only 

Sulene tas | thy oe ss Congress & Throop Sts., Chicago 7, Ill. 

make it poo Md te to get Dear Sir: - 

7OUF Own Clothes without pay- I WANT MONEY AND I WANT A SUIT TO WE 

a fae. Wo went AND SHOW, without paying 1c for it. Rush Valuable 
Suit Coupon and Sample Kit with actual fabrics ABSO- 

LUTELY FREE. 





thousands of men write en- 
thusiastic letters of thanks. 


Just Mail Coupon 


You don’t invest a penny of your 
money now or any time. You don’t 
pay money for samples, for outfits, 
or for your own suit under our re- 
markable plan. So do as other men 
have done—mail the coupon now. 
Don’t send a penny. Just send us 
the coupon, 


TROND 5 5:2.siwrecuneieWeawinwaiieessess sarondereeensmaaeel 


Address .... CAD ONES OTOES ORES Eee ees Rene~sieeswoewee 


State .......scseee 
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9-17 §58 i a Style No. 208 


10-20 


20'2-28% ag 9.17 738 


40-48 10-20 





Style No. 124— EXOTIC JEWEL. Rayon Style No. 208—-DREAM DRESS of young- 
and acetate verdero enhanced with an in-heart flocked nylon. Rounded neck- 
Empire hi-rise sash and fly-away line and a saucy bow in back. Red with 
streamers posy-printed in brilliant red dot, pink or white with white dot. 
colors. Black only. 

Style No. 118—HAPPY GO LUCKY. Mir- 
acle Arnel faille permanently pleated 
to stay fresh and lovely. Easy-washing, sj 
quick drying! Beige, pink, aqua, gold. 


Style No. 276 — SUIT SONG. Sheath-slim 
skirt with a go-over-everything topper. 
Rich rayon menswear in grey, tan or 
navy. 


SUGAR SWEET surprise for mother and 

daughter. Look-alike suit in rayon and 

acetate verdero with fitted button-up 

jacket with a back bow and push-up 

tyle No. 148 Duster sleeves. Mother's suit has a match-up 
Style No. 8682 duster. Gold, turquoise, aqua. 


Sizes: 438 a 9-17 §58 a Style Ne. 148—Daughter’s Suit. 


3-6x Ze 10-20 Style No. 8681—Mother’s Suit. 


‘ 


7. A AM 20%-2812 Style No. 8682—Mother’s 
7-14 6. 9.38 


40-48 Matching Duster. 
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Style No. 118 


=o 488 
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202-282 13.98 


40-48 
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MorHer-DAUGHTER + 1 Se viark Originals ~ 
. : perr. 71-10, , Asbury Park, N. J. 
, 3 PREPAID ORDER: 1 rice of gar 
Dress-Up Macic | ment plus 30c to cover postage and handling \ 
§ save over 75c in C.O.D. fees. \ 
Cc C.0.D. or a a amount 
plus postage, C.0.D. and handling fees. ' 
I may return garment 19 10 days if not satished r 
Lolo | 








































DON'T 
turn your back 
on comfort! 


You'd think we were back to the days 
of hoop skirts and fluttering fans—the 
way you act when time-of-the-month 
comes around! Putting up with unneces- 
sary discomfort and embarrassment— 
just as though Tampax had never been 
invented—and by a doctor, at that! 

What are you waiting for? Why do 
you continually curn your back on /free- 
dom, comfort, confidence? It’s time you see 
for yourself—Tampax® internal sanitary 
protection is the daintiest, most con- 
venient protection you could have! 

Think of it! No chafing, binding or 
irritation! Tampax is invisible, unfele 
when in place. Does away with belts, 
pins, pads. Can't cause odor. Is simple 
co insert, change, dispose of. And you 
never have carrying problems! 

Time you face up to facts! Tampax 
is the modern way—the nicest way of 
handling “problem days.” Give it a trial 

a simple trial—and you'll mever want 
ro use anything else! Ask for Tampax, 
wherever drug products are sold. Choose 
from 3 absorbencies: Regular, Super, 
Junior. Tampax Incorporated, Palmer, 
Massachusetts. 
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EDITOR 


Any Volunteers? 


I am a girl age 20. I’ve just finished reading 
“| Married An Older Man” and I must say I 


really did enjoy it. It goes to show that older | 
men know whom and what they want from the | 


start; young men are always chasing after every 
pretty girl who comes along. Right now I am 
as lonely as I can be; I don’t know what to do. 
I really would be very happy if an old man 
would come my way. How do you meet old 
men? Smiles. 
Bessie Hyatt 
New York, N. Y. 


Luck To Ava 
After reading “A Girl Who Is Different” in 


the July TAN, I would like to send my con- | 
gratulations on such a remarkable story. I do | 
not know Ava personally but I feel as if I do. | 
I understand her story as if it were my very | 
own, for I, too, was born different. Instead, she | 
is the lucky one because some day she will | 


undergo an operation that will make her life 
a happy one. I would like to say to Ava: good 
luck and with it much love and joy. Some men 
are evil, but there are some who will and can 
make her life a happy one. 


A faithful reader | 


Griffin, Ga. 


I’ve just read “A ‘Girl’ Who Is Different” in 
your July TAN and think it is very educational. 
Perhaps if Ava Could see a psychiatrist to probe 
the mind, maybe an operation won’t be neces- 
sary for ‘her’ to change to a woman. Twenty 
years from now, she won’t know the difference 
anyway. 

Albert Johnson 
Kansas City, Kans. 


A Brickbat To Harry 


After reading “Harry Belafonte Takes A 
Wife,” all I can say is he should have thought 
up a better excuse for marrying again. If his 


first wife understood him in the years before he | 


became a success, it shouldn’t have been hard | 
to adjust to him when he became successful. | 
Why is it that when most Negro men become | 


a success, the first thing they want to do is 
marry a white woman? And since Harry’s mar- 
riage to Julie, I am no longer one of his fans. 
1.5. 

A Negro 

Annapolis, Md. 


Life Saver 


I am a very sincere reader of your magazine 
and think that it is tops. Keep up the good 


work. A couple of your stories have kept me | 
and some of my girl friends from going astray. | 
S.F 


Washington, D.C. 


| 





‘lS THERE ANY GIRL in all the world 
with skin as nice as mine?” 


IN ALL THE WORLD, there is no 
beauty secret more important than 
a clear, light, lovely complexion. 
And there is no surer way you can 
win lovely skin than with the help 
of NADINOLA Bleaching Cream. 

Nothing—no nothing—will im- 
prove your complexion in so many 
different ways as NADINOLA. 

Is your skin dark and dull? 
NADINOLA will lighten and brighten 
it. Are you embarrassed by oily 
shine, enlarged pores and black- 
heads? Some creams try to cover 
up these complexion faults. But 
NADINOLA works within the skin to 
help correct them. 


FOR OILY SKIN 
Nadinola Deluxe 
Bleaching Cream is non- 
oily, greaseless. Lightens 
skin and lessens shine— 


75¢ and $1.25 
RS 










FOR DRY SKIN 

The original, ever-famous 
Nadinola Bleaching Cream is 
enriched with fine cosmetic oils 
to relieve dryness—75c and $1.25 


Perhaps your complexion has be- 
come sort of tired and old looking. 
NADINOLA will give it new freshness, 
make it look years younger. And 
many women buy NADINOLA just 
for their hands—to fade those ugly, 
freckled brown spots which spoil 
their beauty. 

NADINOLA works so fast that these 
wonderful results are guaranteed 
from just one treatment-size jar! 

So get NapINoLa right away at 
your favorite cosmetics counter. 
There are two kinds—one for oily 
skin, one for dry skin—both guar- 
anteed to satisfy you or your money 
back. NADINOLA, Paris, Tennessee. 


NADINOLA 


BLEACHING CREAM 
Just one jar of Nadinola 

will make your complexion 
lighter, brighter and lovelier. 













[ am a Negro airman serving in the U. S. 
\ir Force as an intelligence specialist. I am 
interested in corresponding with some nice 
Negro girls, preferably college students. I am 
of medium build, medium brown in color, 27, 
5/10”, brown eyes, 165 lbs. I am the serious 
type individual, with a very good sense of 
humor. My hobbies are various sports, music 
and letter writing. I will answer all letters and 
exchange snapshots upon request. 

A/1C William A. Lightbourne 
AF 51104 932 

354th Fighter Day Wing 
Myrtle Beach AFB, S. C. 


| would appreciate it to the highest if I may 

become one of your members. I would like to 

orrespond with young ladies between 19-23 in 

all 48 states, Cuba,- Jamaica and Hawaii. I 

am 61”, 160 lbs., medium brown complexion. 

| participate in all sports and also like to 
Will exchange photos. 

A/3C Cecil N. Randall 

AF 16534739 

314 Supply. Squadron 

Stewart Air Force Base 

Tennessee, P.O.B. 32 


dant e€ 


| would appreciate it very much if you would 
print my name in the Pen Pal section. I am 
1 nice and lonely Negro girl, 16, 5’4”, 130 lbs. 
with medium brown complexion. My hobbies 
ure collecting records, reading and dancing. 
I'd very much like to correspond with Negro 
ervicemen between 18-20. I will gladly answer 
ill letters received and photos would be appre- 
ciate d 
Carolyn Alexander 
319 Lorenz Ave. 
Dayton 7, Ohio 


read a copy of TAN magazine for the 
first time, and I find it most interesting. Now I 
have decided to become a regular reader. I 
think your Pen Pal column provides an ideal 
opportunity for making friends with my people 
n other lands. Therefore, I would appreciate 
it very much if you would include my name in 
your column. I am a Jamaican here in London, 
26, 6'2”, a bachelor, of dark complexion. I 


would like to hear from all the nice colored 
girls. All letters will be answered and I will 
gladly exchange photos. 


Almando C. Thomas 
5, Sussex Place 
London, W. 2 
England 


| am a very lonely guy in the army, stationed 

in Alaska and would like to hear from girls 

18-24. 1 am 5/11”, brown complexion, dark 

brown hair and brown eyes. My hobby is col- 

lecting records. I guarantee all letters will be 
answered and I will send a photo of myself. 

Pfc. Clarence Pennywell 

A 18205734 

592nd Trans. Co. APO 987 

Seattle, Wash. 


Attention: Boys and Girls. Is there any 


chance of survival for a lonely colored girl who 


0 





PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 


new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. Keep the 
letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


is residing in the country of England? Please 

reply. I am 5’4%”, 134 lbs., dark brown in 

color, age 19, with the following measure- 

ments: 35-21-35. I am a student nurse. My 
hobbies vary. 

Gloria Callender 

Bedford General Hospital 

S. Wing 

Bedford, England 


As I am very anxious to have Pen Pals in 
the States, I should be pleased if you insert 
my name in your journal, to let those who are 
also interested to write in the shortest time pos- 
sible. I am a student and my hobbies are films, 
dancing and reading. 

Joseph Yebua Nortey 
P.O. Box 1478 
ACCRA 

Ghana, West Africa 


I am a reader of TAN. It impresses me very 
much indeed and I would like to have TAN 
readers for pen pals. I am 17, 110 lbs., 5/5”. 
My hobbies are letter writing and reading. | 
would like to correspond with pen pals of any 
race or creed and of both sexes. All letters will 
be answered and I will be delighted to ex- 
change photos. 

Annie Pear] Smith 
1244 North Central 
Lima, Ohio 


I am a very lonely girl of 27 and would like 
to receive letters from men and women in the 
service between 24-30. Race doesn’t matter. I 
am a Negro, 584%”, 130 Ibs. I go to church 
and love all sports; dancing and reading are 
my hobbies. I will answer all letters promptly. 

Flora B. Swangin 
805-A Street, S.E. 
Washington 3, D. C. 


I am a soldier stationed in Germany and 
though I don’t like to admit it, I am homesick. 
I feel that if there were more to do around here 
in the evenings it wouldn’t be so bad. So to 
better occupy my spare time, I would like to 
correspond with as many people as possible. 
I am 23 and a former student of Hampton 
Institute. I like sports of any kind. I am also 


a music lover. 
Pfc. Alfred Whittaker 
U.S. 52419042 
Co. C lst BN 3rd ACR 
APO 114 
New York, N. Y. 


I do not see many requests from older people 
but maybe my name will be accepted for your 
Pen Pal column. I am 46, handicapped and 
lonely. Am a Christian and would love to make 
lasting friends. My hobbies are music, reading 
and letter writing, and I should like very much 
to correspond with Pen Pals. 

Ruby Davenport 
1423 W. Broad St. 
Athens, Ga. 


I would be very happy to have Pen Pals from 
all over the world, but especially from Amer- 


ica. | am a Jamaican girl, 18, 5/344”, and 130 

lbs. My hobbies are music and books but my 

pals need not have similar hobbies. We can 

exchange nice friendly letters. I will be glad 
to receive and send snapshots. 

Merline Hamilton 

26 Foster Lane 

Kingston P.O. 

Jamaica, B.W_], 


| have just received my first copy of TAN 
from my brother who is serving in the RAF 
in Singapore. I have read it through and find it 
very interesting and entertaining. I will always 
buy TAN magazine whenever I can get them. 
I would like very much to become a member 
of your Pen Pal club. I am 35, a colored 
Jamaican, and will answer all letters promptly. 
My chief hobby is snapshot taking and I will 

willingly exchange snaps. 
Lena M. Gardner 


12A New Road 
Half-Way Tree P.O. 
Jamaica, B.W.I. 


I am a native of Nassau but have worked in 
the U. S. A. for four years. At present I am 
working on a ship as a refrigeration air-con- 
ditioning engineer. My hobbies are baseball, 
dancing, swimming and reading. Would like to 
hear from girls about 18-20. Will reply to all 
letters promptly and gladly exchange photos. 

Robert Patton 
P.O. Box 2108 Grantstown 
Nassau, Bahamas 


| would be very pleased to become a member 
of your Pen Pal club. I am 21, 58%", blond 
and blue eyed, Norwegian seaman with strong 
interests in music, art and winter sports, and 
with a sincere joy in writing letters and ex- 
changing photos with young ladies everywhere. 
Ragnar Clemmetvold 

MT “Fossvik” 

T. Moe Co. 

Sandefjord 

Norway 


! would like to correspond with young Ne- 
gro gentlemen all over the U. S., between 19- 
24. | am 18, 95 lbs., and 5’. I am a Baptist 
and would prefer Baptist correspondents. | 
will answer all letters promptly and exchange 


photos upon request. 
Lois Amelia Tilly 
1738 Delery St. 
New Orleans 17, La. 


I think | am a nice guy and hope by writing 
to girls through Pen Pals to find some with 
whom | may have the same things in common. 
I like just about all sports but baseball best 
and go to church often. Haven’t any real bad 
habits except for smoking sometimes. I would 
very much like to receive letters with photo 
in the first one if possible, from girls 17-20. I 
will answer all letters and enclose a photo. 

Pfc. Aaron Tuner 

U.S. 53262842 

592nd Trans. Co., APO 987 
Seattle, Wash. 
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As Preferred and Recommended by Famous 
Stars Like Dorothy Donegan and Dizzy Gillespie 


s WEARLY te gee ea 
re Straight Hair 
TH BELOVED At Its Finest! 





























id 130 A Forum On | * Soft * Natural Looking 
ut my Marriage Problems 
e can * Easy-to-Manage 
> glad 
nil For hair that must be straightened before it can 
ton 
te | be properly styled, there is no substitute for 
ne Perma-Strate .. . the original and world’s larg- 
PS est selling cold permanen cream hair straight- 
Wd ener. And now every package includes the amaz- 
i | ing PERMA HAIR CONDITIONING SHAMPOO 
By F rances Jackson . . at no extra cost ... to perfectly prepare 
TAN | and condition your hair for finest results with 
RAF America’s favorite cream hair straightener. 
nd it EAR MRS. JACKSON: 
nn I am going steady with a boy but | 
nber he is leaving and won't return for a No Burn! No Redness! 
a whole year. I have promised to wait for | No Scalp Irritation! 
will him but he doesn’t think I will. Please | Seek eons candies, nates dei a 
we tell me“how I can make him believe that | Perma-Strate gives you soft, natural-look- 
: . : } ing straight hair for 3 months and longer 
eal I love him and will try my best to wait . fale ate Salat ini: ane ase 
VI for him until he returns. Thanks, your hair anyway you desire. Just be sure 
on “Unha Ellen” you get the one and only, genuine Perma- 
“i —" Pe Strate Cream Hair Straightener! 
n + 
am ra = h Only $2 plus tax for complete kit! 
on- re _— unhappy because if druggist can't supply, write 
. he is leaving or over the fact Perma-Strate, 27! Vance, Memphis, Tenn. 
, 0 * . 
all that you can’t convince him —_ 
° | ll, dry, brittle, breaking h I 
a of your faith? Actually, only Perma-Strate Hair Sheen HAIR CONDITIONER. Only a: pies tax 
“ time will tell the outcome of | oes, 
as your love, and your boy friend 
realizes this. 
e | SUBSCRIBE TO TAN TODAY 
‘ Dear Mrs. Jackson: 
K- I am 17 and my boy friend is in the SKINNY LEGS | 
j Navy now serving overseas. I received e 





Worthy of a glamorous movie on Try this mew amazing scientific 
= this lovely golden frame is hich- | home method to ADD SHAPELY 
tered nS oes 95 | CURVES at ankles, calves, thighs, 

WINDOW- oer CLASS truly’ beautiful mance S° | knees, hips! 


i a letter from a jewelry company in Vir- 
ginia concerning his account and it said 
I was the holder. They want me to pay 








for something he purchased. I know SPECS nun... Skinny legs rob the rest of your figure 

nothing about this and wonder what | deca an Dei Sa gaa try to help yourself improve under- 

> . Send for FREE Catalog of Ladies’ and Men's Bebops rmal uses, 

should do. I haven’t heard from him HERMAN OPTICAL CO. Wish," or” your legs all. over as" you 
since March. Sincerely yours, 2-t Beaver Street Newark, New Jersey | this new scientific method. 
Well-known authority on 


legs with years of experi- 
ence offers you this tested 
and ore scientific course 
—only 15 minutes a day— 
in the privacy of your home! 
Contains VO? illus- 
trations of 

TIFIC LEG toohenier ue with 
simple fastrections: gaining 
shapely, stronger legs, im- 
proving skin color = cir- 
culation of legs. 


Send No Money! 
FREE 10-Day Trial! 


Gale 
Dear Gale: 

Evidently your boy friend 
thinks he is pretty smart, or 
that you are a fool. There is 
no law which says you are re- | 









WALLET Size 2¥2 x 32 on 
PORTRAIT QUALITY PAPER 

















sponsible for his debts, so | just eenaten ger plete ter acne 
don’t worry about that. As | Sepseductions sf your eum teverite Method,” just deport $1.98 

for him, he is not worth the | Snapshot (retuned un eo on delivery. (im plain wrap: 

time you’re wasting on him. | WALLEY Poot mraTes, tox An27 Vipers are. Satisfaction & tavanteed 

This incident really shows you | Pig asharry Send ey eam 

the true side of his character. | MONEY BACK GUARANTEE We pay postage! nA ears -_ a mae 7 
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667’M HUNGRY all the time,” a pretty 
but too-plump young housewife 
ymplained as she fixed herself a tele- 
ision snack. “I just can’t stop eating, 
especially when I’m tired. Food -just 
seems to help me relax!” 

Barbara, surrounded by food which 
he seemed to eat constantly, was “eat- 
ng herself to death” and slowly starv- 
ng of malnutrition! Impossible? Not 
t all, for in the United States—one of 
e richest countries of the world—the 
average American is eating too much 

getting too little exercise and con- 
uming too many “empty” calories. 
[hese “empty” calories (found in foods 
which contain no vitamins or proteins, 
ich as white flour products, candy and 
oft drinks) rob the system and appetite 

f healthy, balanced diet. 

[here are many women like Barbara 
no, either through carelessness or ig- 
orance, rob themselves of good health 
nd looks because of improper diet. Be- 
ides taking its toll on individual. self- 

esteem (nobody ever has much sympathy 
the overweight person) fat is a kill- 
Overeating, especially of the wrong 
kinds of food, is high on the list of sus- 
pected causes of heart attacks and other 
forms of coronary disease. The old ex- 
ression “You are what you eat” may 
it be so far from wrong. The alert 
young woman or middle-aged mother 
vho eats the right kind of food in the 
ight amounts will find herself less in- 
ed to lapse into the wrong kind of 
iting habits which may produce over- 
eight and a heart condition. 

he increasing incidence of coronary 

disease (there are now more than 1,250,- 
000 patients in the United States) has 
lighted the high-fat diet which exists 
the average family. Although still the 
ubject of intensive research, medical 
authorities agree that there is some link 
between the nation’s eating habits and 
ronary death rates. Research by the 
Cardio-Vascular department at Chica- 
Michael Reese Hospital recently re- 
vealed that Negro women suffer from 
high blood pressure more frequently 
white women because they bear 
children and have the higher rate 

2TOSS obesity. 

Medica! authorities hasten to add that 

has nothing to do with the higher 
f heart trouble. “Whenever any 
ation group has an habitual diet 
n calories and animal fat, you will 
find coronary disease,” according to Dr. 


Jeremiah Stamler, assistant director of 
the Cardio-Vascular department. 

The average American woman eats 
more than three pounds of food a day, 
including almost a third of a pound of 
fat. More important, fat provides over 
40 per cent of the total calories needed 
to supply energy. The actual amount of 
fat needed daily is still the subject of 
medical controversy because the un- 
supervised diets which feature drastic 
weight reductions often do more harm 
than good. Most physicians feel that by 
reducing fat intake to 25 or 30 per cent, 
our systems would be much better off. 

Soft drinks are filling but do not add 
vitamins or minerals to the system. The 





so-called “fatty foods” are also filling 
but fail to supply the body with essential 
nutrients. As a possible solution to the 
problem, Dr. Stamler suggests that the 
daily fat intake be reduced by correcting 
the nation’s cooking habits. 

“Don’t cut down or cut out all fats but 
try to eliminate deep fat frying, rich 
flour gravies and butter or margarine- 
soaked vegetables.” Although a certain 
amount of fat is necessary in daily diet 
for appetite satisfaction and energy, the 
careful cook and sensible. eater realizes 
that oily salad dressings and sweet des- 
serts should never be a substitute for 
vitamin-rich lean meats, fresh vegetables 
and fruit. 

It costs money to buy steak and fresh 
vegetables and cheese, more money than 
for potato chips and pastry or some cuts 


of pork. But there is always the sub. 
stitute. Fish, broiled instead of fried, 
lean pork and ground beef are all sub. 
stitutes for rich barbecue and heavy 
roasts. Use a rotisserie which elimin. 
ates dripping, broil and boil instead of 
frying and baking. Ever tried a pres. 
sure-cooked pork chop? It’s as tasty as 
it can be! 

“Forget about rich gravies,” warns 
Dr. Stamler, “and stop adding butter or 
margarine to vegetables and meats.” 
Substitute lemon and vinegar for salad 
dressing or other rich sauces and instead 
of mashing potatoes with butter or 
gravy, eat them in their jackets with a 
little salt. Eat non-fat cottage cheese and 
eat as much fresh fruit as possible. 

What should you weigh? Allow 110 
pounds for the first five feet of height 
and allow another five pounds for each 
inch of height over five feet. To deter- 
mine the number of calories needed to 
keep you near your personal weight 
goal, multiply the desired weight by a 
number between 15 and 20, depending 
on the amount of energy you use daily. 
This figure will suggest a daily caloric 
intake. For example, the woman who 
has to fight to keep herself down to a 
trim 120 pounds realizes that her caloric 
count should not be more than 2,000 
or she'll gain weight. It’s simple arith- 
metic which pays off with better health, 
more energy and a trim figure! 

When it comes to dieting, pamper 
yourself. Not with food but with per- 
sonal extravagances which will help to 
keep you in the mood to stick to the 
dieting regime. Why not have a mani- 
cure or change your hair style? Many 
dieters splurge on an expensive dress 
which is several sizes too small and then 
whittle themselves into it by exercise and 
proper eating habits. A pretty new dress 
hanging in the closet may be just the 
initiative you need. Try it on every day 
until you’re not ashamed of the way it 
looks on you. 

Buy a calorie chart to use as a guide. 
When you need an energy booster, drink 
a hot cup of coffee or tea sweetened 
with a synthetic “sugar.” If you must 
chew something between meals, substi- 
tute fruit or even celery stalks and car- 
rot sticks for the fattening, “empty ca- 
lorie” candy bars and soft drinks. An- 
other diet aid is the ordinary glass of 
water which may be taken before meals, 
to curb the appetite and fill the stomach. 
But avoid drinking liquids during meals. 
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Her plate piled high and with second helpings to come, the average W 
disease, a leading killer, strikes heaviest among the overweight, 


Eat slowly at mealtime and chew your 
food well. 

Don’t be afraid to consult the doctor. 
In cases of extreme overweight, a 
physician may recommend certain drugs 
to curb the appetite. These drugs are 
dangerous, however, when taken without 
a prescription. Although rate of weight 
loss varies according to the individual, 







three to five pounds is a sensible weekly 
amount for the very heavy person to 
Beware the “fad” diets which 
promise a quick loss but instead tend to 
lower body resistance and weaken will 
power. There is nothing quite so de- 
moralizing as the on-and-off routine 
caused by the wrong kind of diet. 

The hardest thing about any diet is 


lose. 


oman is virtually digging her own 
mostly people who just can’t say 


grave with her fork. Heart 
“no” at the dinner table. 


sticking to it. You may want to tell the 
world about the agony of dieting but 
don’t. Keep your secret as you lose your 
weight. It'll be much more fun when 
your friends notice your new-found fig- 
ure without your prompting. And most 
important, you'll be eating your way 
back to a healthier state of mind in a 


healthy body. 
9 











A lovely complexion attracts admir- 
ers, wins compliments. Use Black 
and White Bleaching Cream as di- 
rected and see your skin take on a 
lighter, brighter, softer, smoother 
look. Its bleaching action works in- 
side your skin. Modern science 
knows of no faster way of lighten- 











Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream at 
all drug 
counters 
43¢, 65¢. 
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if Women Who 
Crave 


LONGER 
HAIR 


Ualy Knew 


sed sheep oils help prevent dissolving the nat- 

ut or drying out the vital oils in hair, which 

en causes stiffness and brittle hair that breaks eas- 

y and becomes THINNER. By protecting your hair, 
help it to grow more naturally, more luxuri- 
with healthy firmness, elasticity and lustre. 

send for full 1 oz. sample Eg of famous LAN-O- 
TRE and FREE Doctor's Advice Booklet. Enclose 
f cto cover cost of shi 5s handling to 
GOLD ) MEDAL HAIR PRO! Inc., Dept. y-10, 

Sheepshead Bay, Brooklyn 35, 











By Margo Hughes 


Big attraction for that Boston socialite who ring- 
sided nitely at New York’s Trinidad Room was calypso- 
balladeer Johnny Barracuda. The lady packed up and 
followed the singing troubadour to the Big City after he 
closed an engagement in beantown, and when last heard 
from was counting her change to see if she could make 
it to Mexico when Johnny opens south of the border. 


Savannah’s gift to the Big City, Tommy (Dr. Jive) 
Smalls, “Mayor of Harlem,” has sold his ownership in 
Smalls Paradise and is looking around for a cozy little 
nitecap spot—just big enough for little headaches. Mean- 
while, the popular deejay is concentrating on doing a 
good job for the Jeris Hair Tonic folk who’re sponsoring 
him to the tune of $1,000 a week for a 15-minute once- 
a-week show. 


Johnny Hartman, singer of songs in a mellow 
mood, went on the road for 40 days and 40 nights with 
the Fantabulous Rock ’N’ Roll Show of ’57 (his first) 
but says he will not have the pleasure of doing so again 
soon, ever. “The trip wasn’t bad (singer Ruth Brown 
shared her chariot with the debonair Mr. Hartman) . . . 
only when you had to go to work at night.” 


That evening after winning the tennis crown, 
Althea Gibson shocked her British friends by giving out 
with several impromptu songs at the Wimbledon Ball. 
But it was a pleasant shock because the Gibson girl is an 
excellent singer and they ended up by offering her a con- 
tract to sing in a London Club whenever she feels like 
making the trip over. 


Timmie Rogers decided in a hurry to sit right down 
and write his lawyers a letter about Billy Williams and 
his Quartet. Says they hurt his feelings $1,000 worth 
every time they make with the “Oh yeah” on that hit 
recording. It figures to about $60,000 worth of hurt 
feelings. 


Old-time singing comedian Billy Mitchell has 
barred a fellow comedian from staying at his Guest 
House in Atlantic City for stealing his original material. 
Show biz folk clamour to stay at Billy’s place cause he 
puts on a private show for them during breakfast; but 
now when they sign for a room they also sign a promis- 
sory note never to use any of the songs and jokes heard 
at Billy’s private “Breakfast Show.” 


Screamin’ Jay Hawkins, the frantic blues shouter, 
has decided to give up those (Continued on Page 57) 
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On The Reco 


AMMY DAVIS JR. is traditionally a swinging singer. From the time he began 
doing a single vocal act more than a decade ago, the multi-talented “Mr. Won- 





derful” has always been vocalistically a dynamo who swings every tune, no matter 
what the mood. Even when he sings pretty ballads, he lends an extra lilt to the 
lyrics and melodies that makes for foot-tapping music. 

In microscoping Sammy’s overall style, it appears that swing is a natural groove 
for the entertainer whose exuberantly happy personality and driving showmanship 
endear him to millions. What’s more Sammy seems to be at his vocal best when 
the pace is high-spirited. 

In a current Decca LP album, called “Sammy Swings,” SDJ puts his swinging 
style on display on a whole set of swinging tunes. Result: a hot package that 
rocks every minute on the turntable. 

Record fans who go for swinging vocals will find this collection good, enter- 
taining listening. 

Besides the jumping music, the album has another attractive feature: the jacket 
cover with Milton Green’s photographs of the infectious Sammy in three catchy 
dance poses, which capture the mood of the collation. From the pictures you know 
Sammy had himself one terrific ball making the 12 sides. 

Sammy’s fifth album for Decca, “Sammy Swings” presents to the record public 
the balling Sammy Davis Jr. night club patrons pay whopping tabs to see strut his 
stuff on nitery stages. In the clubs, Sammy keys his act to the swinging type of 


numbers that can bring down a house. 
“Sammy Swings” embraces seven rocking standards (Don’cha Go "Way Mad, 
Begin the Beguine, The Gypsy In My Soul, Temptation, (Continued on Page 58) 











Vinegar won't doit 


“LYSOL” will! 


Vinegar is something you use 
in a salad — not in a douche! 


Vinegar in your douche can’t 
do the job the way “Lysol” can. 


“Lysol” stops odor at its 
source. It keeps you sweet and 
nice inside. 


“Lysol” kills every germ it 
touches — the very germs that 
cause odor. Yet “Lysol” is mild. 
It can’t hurt you. Try it. You'll 
be glad you did. 


Do you want to know 
what doctors say is the 
right way to douche? 
“Lysol” has it all in a free 
booklet, sent in a plain 
envelope. You can get one 
by writing to: “Lysol,” 
Bloomfield, N. J., Box 17-5710. 





BRAND DISINFECTANT 


A Lehn & Fink Product Also available in Canada 
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That letter from Solly’s wife was really something. And 
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only a dumb guy like him couldn’t see what it meant. That’s 


LL YOU the truth, I don’t know 
Solly got in the army. He was 


ipid-looking guy from West 


1 with a heart of gold and as big 


13 EEEE shoes. He was the 
) Able company who actually 
phase of the Army. He vol- 
K.P. and guard duty and 
willing to take the dirtiest 
emptying the grease trap or 
loneliest guard posts that no- 
inted. 
s twenty when he joined the 


outfit in Japan in the fall of 1948 and 
he was the only GI I ever knew who 
didn’t manage to get lost at one time or 
another with a Japanese girl. He didn’t 
drink or smoke or curse or nothing. But 
he’d buy his cigarette and beer rations 
every week and wait for the guys to bum 
him when they either ran out or goofed 
off their money. And they never paid 
him back. 

Now don’t get the wrong idea, Solly 
wasn’t queer or anything, he was just a 
guy who knew he didn’t know very much 


why I had to make him keep it a secret—right to the end 


and didn’t want people mad at him or 
something. He went to church every 
Sunday not because he was real religious 
or anything; but because there was 
something going on; something he could 
hear, see and enjoy in his own way. 
Solly took to me when he first heard 


me speak. He was always telling me how 
he liked the sound of my voice, the way 
I said things and did things. Sometimes 
I would see him out behind the mess hall 
trying to walk like me. He was never 





















" quite able to do it because his gangling 
_ six-foot, three-inch frame was just too 
awkward and he lacked body coordina- 
' tion, but I was flattered just the same. 

I was a corporal at the time and 
Solly’s squad leader. He never said a 
word or gave me a hard look when I 
chewed him out for something he did 
wrong. 

“I’m sorry Corporal,” he would say, 
“honest I’m sorry.” 

At drill time, I’d put a rock in his 
right hand and patiently explain to him 
that whenever the command was right— 
like right flank, column right or right 
turn—he was to move in the direction 
of the hand that held the rock. And he 
soon learned that his empty hand was 
his left. 

But why Solly really liked me was be- 
cause I could write, and I wrote the let- 
ters to his wife, Vera. I don’t think Vera 
wrote him five letters the whole two 
years he was overseas and they were 
usually very brief and begging for more 
money. But that didn’t make any never- 
mind to Solly, he was in love with her. 
So every night when I wasn’t going out 
on pass I sat down with Solly and 
wrote some pretty mushy letters, read 
them three or four times aloud to Solly’s 
delight, then sent them off to Vera in 
the states. 

Solly had the love and loyalty of a 
dog. There was nothing he wouldn’t do 
for me and he proved it, too. It was on a 
battle-scarred Korean hillside that Solly, 
gentle Solly raised up in front of me and 
took what seemed like a million machine 
gun slugs in his great big heart. But 
that’s getting ahead of the story. I’m 





talking about how a great man lived. 
Well anyway, it was the same week 
the outfit got orders to go to Korea that 
Solly received a message that made him 
a changed man. It was July 1, 1950, to 
be exact. Vera wrote and told him she 
was three months pregnant. And with 
tears of happiness staining his dirty 
fatigue shirt, Solly told me he was going 
to be a father. Well sir, I didn’t have the 
time to explain to Solly about the birds 
and bees and the nine months and all 
and to be truthful, I didn’t have the heart 
to tell Solly the baby couldn’t possibly 
be his. So I got Solly to agree to keep 
the “blessed event” a secret until we 
had heard from Vera again. It was hard 
to get Solly to do it but I showed him 
how foolish he would look in the eyes of 


the fellows if it was a false alarm. 

We had orders and nervous and 
scared guys have a way of tearing a guy 
apart who gives them the least reason 
for ridicule. It keeps their minds off 
their own fears. Well I have to give it 
to Solly, he kept his secret until we hit 
Pusan and even after. But at Pusan 
Solly starts going around with an idiot’s 
grin on his face telling all the guys: “I 
got a secret but I won’t tell ya what it is.” 

At first nobody paid any attention to 
Solly and his secret. But he keeps on 
see? Arousing the curiosity of the guys 
and because they ain’t got nothing better 
to do, they’re trying like crazy to get 
Solly’s secret out of him. 

Well we were moving into the perim- 
eter defense and by luck or by God, this 
North Korean artillery opens up on us 
and we duck and run for cover. Now 
don’t get the idea I’m some hero or 
something, because I’m not. But for the 
first and only time in my life I was glad 
the North Korean artillery dropped in 
on us. 

Well some of you guys may remem- 
ber those days or read about them in the 
papers or something. After Yechon, it 
was fight and fall back, fight and fall 
back and everytime we fell back we had 
fewer mothers’ sons to fight so we could 
fall back again so we could fight to fall 
—well you get the point, they were 
knocking us off like flies and in that kind 
of an environment morale ain’t so high. 

I don’t care how rugged it got, this 
simple Solly was walking around with 
this perpetual smile on his face and no- 
body but me understands. Maybe some 
of the guys figure he’s got word from 
Battalion that they’re gonna pull us out 
for a rest so they pumped Solly from all 
angles trying to learn the secret that 
they figure will let them live. 

Solly was begging me to give him the 
O.K. to tell them this night when about 
a regiment of Communist were thrown 
against our company. We were holding 
the center of the line. They dropped 
mortar fire in on us every five seconds 
and you could hear the staccato sounds 
of their heavy machine guns against the 
screams of our dying and the yells of 
those insane attackers. Then their artil- 
lery zeroed on us and all hell had broken 
loose. One of the shells dropped in front 
of our position. I never heard it. It 
picked me up about six feet in the air 
and then slammed me back against the 





belly of the earth. My nose was bleeding 
from the concussion and my ears were 
ringing like the liberty bell when I felt a 
weight on my back. It was Solly cover- 
ing me with his body. 

“When this is over, Corporal,” he 
asked, “can I please tell ’em, can I 
please, corporal.” 


I didn’t even answer him, because ~ 


grenades were following in on our posi- 
tion and it meant the North Korean in- 
fantry was going to try to overrun us. | 
moved to take over a 30-caliber machine 
gun. The crew was knocked out. So 
started firing like crazy and Solly began 
bringing up some more ammo and help- 
ing me load. 

I was changing the belt and didn’t see 
a thing when Solly screamed “look out!” 
A North Korean was on the crest of the 
hill with a burp gun trained right on me. 
He opened up at 1200 rounds per minute 
and caught Solly full in the chest. The 
fool had flung himself in front of me. 

It was nearly dawn when the North 
Koreans pulled back, the hill was still 
ours and we immediately set about re- 
organizing. I came back where Solly 
lay and he still had that idiotic grin on 
his face. I cradled his long body in my 
arms and he whispered, “Can I tell °em 
now, corporal? I’m afraid I don’t have 
too much time.” 

How do you talk to a guy like that? 
What do you feel at a time like that? 
Well anyway, some smoke must have got 
in my eyes or something and I called all 
the guys together. They could see what 
shape he was in and for the first time 
they all came by and smiled at Solly. 
“Solly’s got something to tell you guys,” 
I hollered, “and I’ll blow away the first 
guy that interrupts. Go ahead tell “em 
Solly.” 

And like it’s the happiest moment in 
his life, Solly tells °em: “Well fellows, 
the big secret is this. I’m going to be a 
father. See Vera, that’s my wife, says 
it'll only be six more months.” 

Well, smoke seemed to get in all the 
guys’ eyes and they all began to tell him 
how nice that is and how they envy him 
and everything. Solly is so happy, 
smoke gets in his eyes too. Well, any- 
way, there on the battle smoked hill 
among the dead, the living, wounded 
and all, break out singing “For Solly’s 
a jolly good fellow.” And the last thing 
he said to me was “Is it O.K. corporal 
if we name him after you?” THE END 
13 
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Wasn’t a man entitled to some privileges? After all, I took 


good care of my wife and kids. What more could they ask? 





WOKE UP IN HELL. A pack of devils pinned me down on my back. They had 

dipped me in a vat of boiling brimstone. Now I was burning all over. My entire 
body was enveloped in flames. I screamed and twisted about in agony, struggling 
to get free. But the devils held me tightly while the flames consumed me. 

I could not see plainly. The devils had clouded my vision. They appeared only as 
hideous shapes writhing about me. I begged them to let me go. They just held me 
tighter and taunted me in some strange language. 

“Take it easy, buddy, you'll be O.K.” 

The mist lifted from my eyes and I saw the devils plainly. There were only two 
of them. They had on white jackets with “City Hosp.—Ambulance Service,” 
printed on the breast pockets. They were holding me down on a stretcher. We 
seemed to be hurtling along at high speed. Dimly I was aware of a racing motor 
and wailing siren. 

Memories began crowding into my head along with the pain from the burns. 
I wanted to ask about my family, but I couldn’t get my mouth to shape the words. 
It was only with great pain that I could move my facial muscles. I tried to sit up. 
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One of the attendants held me down. 

“Take it easy. Every time you move 
like that you lose a patch of skin,” he 
said. 

The other one leaned over me. For a 
econd I saw a hypodermic needle, and 
then he had plunged it into my arm. 

That injection should ease the pain 
ind help you rest better,” he said. 

| clenched my teeth and waited for 
the pain to ease. Meanwhile the mem- 
ries racing through my head increased 
until the entire vile picture of the past 

months of my life was there. The 
fire on my body continued to burn in 


ought to be at the door greeting her 
husband when he’s been away five days. 
Even if she hadn’t understood why the 
trip was necessary, that was no way to 
act, I told myself righteously. I was 
providing a good home, she ought to 
show some appreciation. 

“All right now, ease off, will you?” I 
said to the children as they pulled me 
into the house. 

I called out to my wife and I didn’t 
try to conceal the annoyance in my 
voice. In fact, I accentuated it. She 
came out of the kitchen, calm and un- 


ruffled. 






I never thought I'd see the day 


when 








would tire of playing 


around. When it came. I couldn't 






quit. Lynn wouldn’t let me 


spite of the injection. I knew that it 
would not ease. It was hell-fire. There 
» earthly balm that can quench it. 
the cinder of my own being could 


Only 
be payment for my sins. 

‘hen I was aware that I was no long- 
er in the ambulance. I was on a table 
under blinding lights and skillful hands 
were swiftly working on me. My body 
was completely without feeling. There 
urgency in the hands that made 
me wonder if I were going to die. 

| tried to think about it, to consider 
dying—to fill my brain with it. But like 
pictures painted on a revolving drum, 
obstinately _ flickered 
my mind. Each picture was 
clear and complete, though the drum 
was spinning a million times a second. 


wa in 
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(he first image was of a crisp morn- 
ing in January, six months ago. I was 
g my house after returning from 
five-day trip to Chicago. I had told 
y wife | was going to look at some new 
equipment at a building contractors’ 

ntion. 

My two children, six-year-old Stevie 
and eight-year-old Paula, met me at the 
front door. They crowded up to me, 
bright-eyed and eager, their arms out- 
stretched, to be hugged and kissed hello. 
| kissed each of them hastily. I was 
tired and their exuberance was hard on 
Also I was irritated because 
Harriet was nowhere to be seen. A wife 
16 


ny nerves. 






“Hello, Harriet, call off these kids. 
I’m tired,” I said. 

“We're only saying hello. We haven’t 
seen Daddy for five days,” said Paula. 

Little Stevie looked up at me seriously. 
“Don’t you like us anymore, Daddy?” 
he asked. 

“Not if you’re going to worry me to 
death,” I answered irritably. 

Immediately, they both began to cry. 

My wife looked at me coldly. “You 
didn’t have to snap at them like that,” 
she said. She guided them toward the 
kitchen door. “There’s a glass of milk 
and cookies for each of you on the 
table,” she said, gently urging them for- 
ward. 

They disappeared into the kitchen and 
Harriet walked past me into the living 
room. 

“Come in here before you go up- 
stairs,” she said. “I want to talk to you.” 

That was just like her, I thought, cool, 
haughty, imperious—everything but 
what a woman ought to be toward the 
man who was providing for her. 

“What do you want, Harriet?” | 
asked. “Can’t it wait? I’m dead tired.” 

“It has waited long enough,” she said. 

Something in her tone made me fol- 
low her into the room. “What are you 
talking about?” 

“How was the convention?” 
asked. Her back was to me as she stood 
at a small writing desk. She was thumb- 


she 


ing through some sheets of paper. 

“The convention was all right, I guess, 
Quite tiring,” I said drily. I resented 
her asking me questions about my busi- 
ness and she knew better. 

She turned around and came toward 
me with the papers in her hand. 

“T know all about the convention in 
Chicago. I know all about the woman 
you took with you,” she said. “I know 
what trains you caught, where you 
stayed and what you did.” 

[ walked over to a chair and sat down. 
She followed me. My throat went dry 
and I had to swallow hard before | 
could speak. I said, “Someone’s been 
talking to you, telling you lies.” 

She shook her head. “Only you. 
You’re the only one who has lied to me.” 

My wife went on to tell me that she 
had finally gotten fed up with my leav- 
ing the house almost every night with- 
out saying where I was going or when 
I would return. She had hired a detec- 
tive to follow me. The papers she held 
were his reports on my activities for the 
past three months, including my trip to 
Chicago. 

And that’s how it began. My wife had 
finally caught up with me. We had 
been married ‘for ten years and [| had 
played around the whole time. 

Harriet started reading from the re- 
port and before she finished the first 
page I knew that the detective had done 
a thorough job. There were names, 
dates, addresses; all accurate and damn- 
ing. 

I felt no remorse for what the report 
told about me, only a twinge of em- 
barrassment at hearing my adventures 
chronicled in the detective’s cold, im- 
personal, terminology. I comforted my- 
self that there were worse things a man 
could be guilty of. 

After all, a man works hard and pro- 
vides for his family. He’s entitled to a 
little fun. That is what my father used 
to tell my mother when she objected to 
his going out at night. Sometimes there 
would be a furious argument; and there 
were times when he wouldn’t go. He 
would say to her, “All right, old wom- 
an, if you’re going to get so riled up 
about it, Ill stay home.” 

And he would go into the parlor and 
listen to the radio. Mama would fix him 
a pot roast dinner, and afterwards there 
would be beer and a cigar. After I went 
to bed they would laugh and talk to- 
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gether in the parlor and not go into 
their bedroom until they figured that | 
was asleep and they wouldn’t have to 
worry about the noises. 

Even when my father did go out, 
Mama didn’t stay mad very long. The 
next morning she would get up earlier 
than usual. There would be hot biscuits 
or waffles for breakfast. And she would 
show my father the huge slice of lemon 
pie she was putting in his lunch pail. As 
he left for work, my father would kiss 
her and say that he was sorry that he 
had to go out the night before. 

My mother would smile at him and 
say. “You’re good to me and the kids. 
We have a decent home and food 
enough, and you don’t come home fight- 
ing drunk. That is more than lots of 
women can say. A woman can’t expect 
to keep her man home all the time; men 
just aren’t made that way.” 

And my father would go whistling off 
to work without a care in the world. He 
was always a king in his home, no mat- 
ter if he was just a common laborer on 
his job. I thought it was wonderful, the 
life my parents had. 

I’d always supposed that when I mar- 
ried my life would be pretty much as my 
father’s. I thought I’d made a good 
choice in Harriet. She was a good cook 
and ambitious about having her own 
home. I was sure that I loved her and 
that she loved me. It was pretty upset- 
ting after we were married, to discover 
that Harriet’s warmth and affection were 
apparently just on the surface. 

I am not saying that Harriet has not 
been a good wife in most ways. We have 
two fine kids, she is an excellent home- 
maker and few women can match her in 
the kitchen.: But her attitude toward me 
was wrong almost from the start. | 
don’t mind a woman speaking her mind, 
I was used to that from being around my 
parents, but it was the way she did it. 

She would simply say what she had to 
say, and as far as she was concerned 
that was the end of it. Whenever I tried 
to convert her to my point of view, she 
took in whatever I had to say without 
any argument. But she never came out 
and told me that I was right, rarely any- 
way. Sometimes I tried to make her 
agree with me on something I felt I was 
right about, and she would just shrug 
and tell me to go ahead and do what | 
wanted to do. This always made me 
angry because I knew that she knew that 


I felt that a wife should always agree 
with her husband. 

Once I lost my temper and really laced 
into her. I called her a poor excuse for 
a wife and mother. I said she didn’t 
love me and that she was selfish. And I 
told her about my mother and father, 
and I demanded to know why she 
couldn’t be just half as good a wife as 
my mother. She reddened a bit, but her 
voice was calm and she said, “Your 
mother was either a very unhappy wom- 
an or a fool.” 

That was the last straw. She came to 
me later and apologized for saying what 
she did, but it was too late. I had de- 
cided that if my wife couldn’t be the 
woman I| wanted, I’d find others. And 
for the past ten years I’d derived a cer- 
tain pleasure out of doing just that. Now 
Harriet, with her detective’s report, was 
in a position to end it. 


Y WIFE finished reading the report 

to me and I prepared myself for 
the tears and incriminations I expected 
to come. There were none. Harriet said, 
simply, “I moved your things into the 
guest room.” 

My jaw dropped in surprise. I’d fully 
expected her to talk of divorce. 

She guessed the reason for my aston- 
ishment. 

“No, I’m not going to divorce you,” 
she said. “You’re doing pretty good 
with your construction company. Some 
day you'll really be worth something. If 
I divorced you, I’d have no trouble get- 
ting alimony and support for Paula and 
Stevie. But then you'd probably marry 
again and perhaps you'd have another 
family. Whatever you accumulate in the 
future would have to be shared with 
them.” 

Her voice grew hard and bitter, as she 
continued. “I’m determined that no one 
shail ever have a better claim on you 
than Paula and Stevie. They are going 
to be all the legal family you will ever 
have. Outside of that, I have no further 
interest in you or claims upon you. 
Have as many affairs as you like. Ill 
not interfere, so long as you remember 
that Paula and Stevie come before every- 
thing else.” 

She walked out of the room leaving 
me slouched in my chair. Even now, I 
thought, she’s refusing to argue. She 
asked for no excuses and no promises. 
It seemed obvious to me that my wife 


cared little about me. I began to feel 
more resentful than ever toward her be- 
cause of the position she had placed me 
in. 

Gradually, however, I began to see an 
advantage. Harriet’s attitude meant that 
I would .no longer have to conceal my 
activities from her. I would not be di- 
vorced and she had given me freedom to 
do as I pleased. In other words, I had 
the protection of marriage and none of 
the responsibilities. My wife had simply 
added spice to an already sweet situa- 
tion. 

I have always believed that being 
married is an advantage to a man who 
just wants to play around. If the wom- 
en understand that you are married and 
intend to stay that way, and they still 
want you, you are all set. A woman 
that agrees to keep company with a mar- 
ried man automatically agrees to take 
the short end of the deal. His time, his 
money, everything he has, are hers only 
after his home needs are taken care of. 

Consequently, anything the 
doesn’t want to do, he can say he can’t 
do because of his family. And how can 
he be disputed? When he gets tired and 
wants to break off, all he has to do is say 
that his wife is getting suspicious. There 
is nothing that the outside woman can 
do about it. 

The more I thought about it, the bet- 
ter I felt. I got my suitcase and went 
upstairs. I took a shower and went to 
bed—in the guest room. 

For the next week or so I made cer- 
tain that Harriet meant what she said. 
The guest room was kept clean for me 


man 


and my meals were prepared as usual. 
However, any attempts I made at recon- 
ciliation were rejected emphatically. 
This annoyed me somewhat, but then I 
couldn’t expect everything. 

Soon I was going along my merry 
way, living the life I wanted to lead 
without a care in the world. True to her 
word, my wife did not interfere. She 
gave no indication of how she felt. 
Eventually it got to the place where I 
came home only to sleep and to change 
clothes. 

There was one rule I set for myself 
and observed strictly; pleasure must 
never interfere with business. I was in 
the construction business on a small 
scale, but I was growing. I was able to 
land several good contracts about this 
time. Among (Continued on Page 60) 
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HEN | WAS TEN YEARS OLD I was married to a man I'd never seen in a 


fantastic religious ritual that sounds almost unbelievable today. It was but 





Onevepisode in my life as an unwilling member of the cult of Islam, headed by 
Mohammed Bey. 

he existence of this bizarre religious group is a matter of record, but now, for 
tiearst time, the details of Islam’s fanatic hold over the lives of thousands of men. 
Women and children can be set down. 

The Prophet spoke. and we obeyed: his revelations from “Allah” were laws that 
Gened even the U.S. government and controlled our every move. Our lives—and 
Our loves=—were subject to the whims of The Mighty One, the “one and only true 
prophet of Allah.” 

Mystery begins 15 years ago in Detroit’s Paradise Valley 

had known for a long time that my brother and sister and |—our whole family 
Sewere ditterent from the people who lived around us on St. Antoine Street. For 
my father contemptuously referred to them as “slaves.” and gave strict 


one thing, 


Orders that we kids were not to play with other children. My 12-year-old brother. - 


Ali wore a red fez just like Father. And my sister. who was 15. was old enough to 
Wearea tent turban and long. ankle-length dresses like my mother. We were 
tslamutes, but | really didn't know what it meant until the authorities insisted that 
fean@eall the other Islam youngsters. be sent to public school. 

Nou see. part of the Islamic code was to reject all outside influence. so we went 
teyoursown University of Islam. which was conducted in our second-floor. side- 
Street pemple. Of course. we were taught religion as well as reading and writing, 


Dut tee it was perfectly natural since my father was one of the priests of Islam. 


Param | know that he was breaking the law bv refusing to send us to the “white 


devil's” school. 
Bubtne authorities sent Board of Education at Continued on Page 52 ) 
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and talk of devils. Then J was sacrificed toa man J didn't love 


“There’s only one thing that counts,” 
Ralph said gently, his strong arms 
crushing me to him, “This . . .” 



































—LITTLE RICHARD 


Hit records, Cadillacs, blackjacks and teen-age riots— 


this is the hectic world this rock ’n’ roll star lives in 


UT OF AN EL DORADO CADILLAC, shoe string deep onto a plush red rug, 

stepped 23-year-old Little Richard Penniman, each strand of his long, cro- 
quignoled locks in place. Shifting his shoulders impishly, every wrinkle of his 
long white cape smoothed itself. Then as hundreds of loyal rock ’n roll subjects 
cried ear-splitting hosannas to their “King,” Little Richard, pulled out a gold 
compact from beneath the folds of his cape, powdered his mahogany-hued, blemish- 
free skin with deft strokes and swept into the huge auditorium via the stage door. 
Court was over. “His majesty” was preparing to make another $1,000 by exercising 
his vocal cords and stout lungs for the next two hours. 

But midway through the performance, something happened. And this is the 
report United Press news service gave newspapers across the nation: 

“AucusTa, Ga., May 3.—(UP)—NEGRO ENTERTAINER “LITTLE RICHARD” PENNI- 
MAN WHOSE RasPING RENDITION OF “TuTTI-FRuTTI” Was a Rock-Anpb-RoLt Hit 
Two Years Aco, FouGHT witH Two DEPUTIES SEEKING TO SERVE HIM WITH AN 
ATTACHMENT Last Nicut anp Hap To BE SuBDUED WITH BLACK JACKS, THE 
OrFicers SAip Topay. THE Deputies Sain THEY WENT To BELL AUDITORIUM 
WHERE PENNIMAN Was GivinG A PERFORMANCE TO ATTACH His CapILLac. THE 
Action Was Broucut By CLINT BRANTLEY, IDENTIFIED AS THE ENTERTAINER’S 
FoRMER Business MANAGER. LITTLE RicHaRD Was OFFSTAGE WHEN THE OFFICERS 
ARRIVED AND HE “SEEMED TO Go WILD,” THEY SAID, WHEN THEY SERVED Him. 
Tuey Sai Tuey Hap To Use Biackyacks To TaKE Him To Jart. HE Was HELD 
on ASSAULT AND BATTERY AND BREACH OF THE PEACE CHARGES AND LEFT FOR 
ANOTHER SHOW AT CoLumsia, S. C. 

Reminded of it later, Little Richard, who is probably the only American to have 
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Donning a colorful cape, 

Little Richard, with hair 

meticulously waved and 

face powdered with a 

secret formula, prepares 
to face his public. 


three Rock ’N’ Roll records place simul. 

taneously on the Top Ten in England, 

quipped: “I’m just a crazy, mixed-up 
kid.” 

Maybe that explains what happened 
last summer, when Little Richard made 
headlines: 

“AMARILLO, Tex., Auc. 24 (UP)— 
RICHARD PENNIMAN, A Necro Musician 
KNOWN TO Rock AND ROLLERs as “Lyrt- 
TLE RICHARD,” AND THREE MEMBERS oF 
His Banpb Paw a ToTAL OF $76 IN Fines 
FRIDAY FOR DISTURBING THE PEACE By 
PLAYING FoR A DaNce THurspay Nicur. 
PENNIMAN: AUBREY Prince, His Roap 
MANAGER; SAMUEL ParRKER, His Ptan. 
ist; AND CuiFForRD Burks, His Saxo. 
PHONE PLAYER, SPENT THE NIGHT IN 
Jatt. District ATToRNEY Git Howarp, 
Wuo PeRsoNALLy Lep a RAID ON THE 
BaNnDsTAND, Dip Not Arrest Four 
OTHER MEMBERS OF THE Bano. “It Was 
THE Most DiscustinG SPECTACLE | 
Ever Saw,” Howarp Saip, CHARGING 
PENNIMAN AND THE OTHERS WITH Dis- 
TURBING THE PEACE, RESISTING ARREST, 
VAGRANCY AND ENGAGING IN LEWDNESS. 
ALL OF THE CHARGES Except DisTurRB- 
ING Peace WERE DropreD WHEN THE 
Men WERE TRIED. THEY PLEADED GulIL- 

TY, ACCORDING TO PENNIMAN, SO THEY 
Coutp Get on TO LuBBocK, TEx., 
WHERE THEY WERE TO PLAY FOR A 
Dance Fripay NicHt. PENNIMAN Sap 
He Dipn’t Look For ANY TROUBLE AT 
LUBBOCK AND THE DANCE IN AMARILLO 
Was “THe Quretest I Ever Saw.” 
Asout 400 TEEN-AGERS, INCLUDING 
Some Necroes, WERE Dancinc WHEN 
HowarpD Mabe THE ArreEsTs. THE NE- 
GROES AND WHITES WERE Not DanNcinc 
ToceTHER. IN Fact THEY WERE Danc- 
ING IN SEPARATE PARTS OF THE HALL. 
Howarp Sain SOME OF THE MUusICcIANS 
“PUSHED AND SHOVED” Deputy SHER- 
IFFSs. PENNIMAN SaipD HE Was AccuseD 
oF Berne A Narcotics ADDICT AND A 
DepuTY SHERIFF ToLD Him “Not To 
ComeE Back Any More.” 

But what helps make Little Richard a 
“crazy mixed up kid” might be shown 
in an incident that took place earlier 
this year in Baton Rouge: 

“PoLicE EscortTinG A MALE SINGER 
INTO A Locat Necro Hicu ScHooL 
Dance Last Nicut Sai THey WERE 
OVERWHELMED BY A Mos oF ADMIRING 
TeEEN-AGERS WHO Soon TurNeD THEIR 
WELCOME INTO A Riot. APPROXIMATELY 
25 Orricers WERE SUMMONED TO Mc- 
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KinLEY SENIOR HicH ScHOOL aT FAn- 
NIE AND Louisa Sts. ABout 10:15 PM 
To QUELL THE Riot, Sai Pouice CHIEF 
SHIRLEY S. ARRIGHT. ABOUT 300 TEEN- 
Acers WERE INSIDE AND OvER 500 WERE 
QUTSIDE THE SCHOOL BurLpinc Awalrt- 
ING THE ARRIVAL OF “LITTLE RICHARD,” 
Necro Voca.List. WHEN HE PuLLep Up 
TO THE SCHOOL, OFFICERS SAM JACOBS 
anp L. W. Hewitt Becan Escortinc 
Him THROUGH THE Mos. SEVERAL By- 
STANDERS ATTEMPTED TO TEAR His 
CLOTHES IN ADMIRATION. IT Was ReE- 
PORTED, SO THE OFFICERS BEGAN FEND- 
ING THEM OFF. SUDDENLY BOTTLES AND 
OTHER OBJECTS BEGAN FLYING THROUGH 
THE Air. Hewitt Was STRUCK IN THE 
BacK OF THE Heap By A Sort DRINK 
BoTTLE, WHILE Jacoss Samp He Nar- 
ROwWLY Missep Beinc Hit SEVERAL 
Times. FINALLY ONE OF THE OFFICERS 
Mave IT TO THE PHONE AND CALLED 
HEADQUARTERS FOR REINFORCEMENTS. 
OrFicers Sain THEY Broke Up THE 
Mos AND CANCELLED THE Dance. No 
Arrests WERE Mane, ALTHOUGH THE 
CasE Is StrLL UNDER INVESTIGATION BY 
THE POLICE JUVENILE DIvISION. 

Quite simply, Little Richard, ex- 
Macon, Ga., dishwasher with 16 brothers 
and sisters (aged five to 28) has dif- 
ficulty adjusting to bad situations which 
develop from good intentions. Nor does 
he consider unrestrained emotion to a 
demanding audience wrong. 

For the reams of paper that have been 
devoted to his latest brush with the law, 
none has described the caliber of south- 
ern policemen who have harassed him 
for more than half of his life in the 
lands below the cotton curtain. He has 
been persecuted and prosecuted by those 
who can make no allowance or tolerate 
a man wearing face powder or having 
his locks croquignoled. Because of this 
and a natural unrest in his personality, 
Little Richard has known little kindness 
and few really good times. 

From his _ poverty-stricken _ back- 
ground, where there was never quite 
enough to go around, where clothes were 
few and luxuries absent, Little Richard 
began to affix his sense of values on ma- 
terial things and Cadillac became a 
mark of success. He now owns two. But 
when they tried to attach one of them 
in Georgia, little did they know that it 
was not only $6,000 worth of metal ac- 
coutrement they were taking away, but 
a symbol of security for which Little 
Richard risked his life to protect. 

Probably the person who knows Little 





Richard best, besides his mother, is 
Evelyn Johnson, president of the Buf- 
falo Booking Agency in Houston, Texas. 
“I’m still kicking myself for letting the 
most valuable piece of rock ’n roll prop- 
erty get away from me,” 
voluntarily released him in 1955 after 
handling him nearly six years. But if 
she thinks hard enough, she could find 
some good reasons which might con- 
sole her sorrow. Like the time, Richard 
refused to play a date because she 
would not send him $300 to buy some 
clothes the same day. The money was 
sent the next day, but Richard had gone 
home to Macon. 

Evelyn, Richard admits, was like a 
mother to him. She understood his pro- 
blems, counseled him, but could never 


she says. She 


Pounding out a rock ’n’ roll rhythm at the piano, Little Richard kicks one leg exuber- 


was called Rice, Red Beans And Turnip 
Greens on a Peacock label with a now 
defunct male quartet called the “Tempo 
Toppers.” The hard driving and com- 
pelling tenor on that rock ’n roll collec- 
tors item was Little Richard. Little 
known, it was one of his best recording 
efforts. As a single Richard tore up au- 
diences all over the Southwest and deep 
South where he was a favorite. But he 
was inexperienced and as yet uncal- 
loused. People stole his money and 
clothes, beat and kicked him and made 
of him the fighting tiger who was later 
to be subdued with black jacks. 

But this is a furiosity which Little 
Richard acquired. Around Club Mati- 
nee in Houston he was a joke. Bums or 
sharpies would tell Richard a sad story 


o 


al 
~ 


antly as he shouts out the lyrics during the filming of the Columbia movie Don’t Knock 
The Rock. Primarily a dance hall performer, Little Richard earns $1,000 nightly. 


teach him the value of money. “Only, 
I must say Richard was good to his 
family,” Miss Johnson recalled. “If he 
had $15, he would send nine of them to 
But of the six or $600 he 
kept for himself he would loan to friends 


his mother.” 


or spend it on a party. 

Little Richard was only 16 when he 
entered show business. The only other 
public experience he had had was shel- 
tered in a little wooden church in Ma- 
con, Ga., where he sang with the same 
fervor he brought to rock ’n roll. Folks 
around Macon remember him as the 
“Warhawk,” because that is how he im- 
pressed churchmen with the dexterity of 
his songs. 

One of the first records Richard cut 


and get his last dime. Then they laughed 
at him openly and called him a fool. 
Richard would look at them in wide- 
eyed amazement. He could not under- 
stand how people could ask him for a 
favor, then stand before the crowd and 
ridicule him for doing it. And often 
when the laughter had died down and 
the crowd had dispersed, Little Richard 
would leave the club alone, and then he 
would cry. There was a lot, teen-age 
Richard realized, to be learned about 
life and man’s inhumanity to man. 

And he couldn’t learn it all in a night 
or a week or a month. It was going to 
take time. 

Maybe it was his age or inexperience 
or a combina- (Continued on Page 59) 
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Donning a colorful cape, 

Little Richard, with hair 

meticulously waved and 

face powdered with a 

secret formula, prepares 
to face his public. 


three Rock ’N’ Roll records place simul. 
taneously on the Top Ten in England, 
quipped: “I’m just a crazy, mixed-up 
kid.” 

Maybe that explains what happened 
last summer, when Little Richard made 
headlines: 

“AMARILLO, TEx., Auc. 24 (UP)— 

RICHARD PENNIMAN, A NEcRo Musician 
KNownN TO Rock AND ROLLERs as “Lyr- 
TLE RICHARD,” AND THREE MEMBERS oF 
His Banp Pai a Tora or $76 IN Fines 
FRIDAY FOR DISTURBING THE PEACE By 
PLAYING FoR A Dance Tuurspay Nicurt. 
PENNIMAN: AUBREY Prince, His Roap 
MANAGER; SAMUEL Parker, His Pian- 
Ist; AND CLIFFORD Burks, His Saxo. 
PHONE PLAYER, SPENT THE NIGHT IN 
Jai. District ATrorNEY Git Howarp, 
Wo PeRsoNaL_y Lep A RAID ON THE 
BanpsTanD, Dip Not Arrest Four 
OTHER MEMBERS OF THE Banb. “IT Was 
THE Most Ditscustinc SPECTACLE | 
Ever Saw,” Howarp Sap, CHARGING 
PENNIMAN AND THE OTHERS WITH Dis- 
TURBING THE PEACE, RESISTING ARREST. 
VAGRANCY AND ENGAGING IN LEWDNEss. 
ALL OF THE CuHarces Except Disturs- 
ING PeEacE WERE DropreD WHEN THE 
Men WERE TRIED. THEY PLEADED GuiL- 
TY, ACCORDING TO PENNIMAN, So THEY 
Coutp Get on To LuBBock, Tex.. 
Where THey WERE TO PLay FOR A 
Dance Fripay NicgHT. PENNIMAN Salp 
He Dipn’t Look For ANY TROUBLE AT 
LUBBOCK AND THE DANCE IN AMARILLO 
Was “THe Quretest I Ever Saw.” 
Asout 400 TEEN-AGERS, INCLUDING 
SoME Necroes, WERE Dancinc WHEN 
HowarD MADE THE ArRESTS. THE NE- 
GROES AND WHITES WERE Not Dancinc 
TocETHER. IN Fact THEY WERE Danc- 
ING IN SEPARATE PARTS OF THE HALL. 
Howarp Sap SOME OF THE MUSICIANS 
“PUSHED AND SHOVED” Deputy SHER- 
IFFs. PENNIMAN SAID HE Was AccusED 
oF Bernc A Narcotics ADDICT AND A 
DepuTY SHERIFF ToLp Him “Nort To 
Come Back Any More.” 

But what helps make Little Richard a 
“crazy mixed up kid” might be shown 
in an incident that took place earlier 
this year in Baton Rouge: 

“PoLicE Escortinc A MALE SINGER 
INTO A LocaL Necro Hicu ScHoor 
Dance Last Nicut Sai THey WERE 
OVERWHELMED BY A Mos oF ADMIRING 
TEEN-AGERS WHO Soon TurNED THEIR 
WELCOME INTO A Riot. APPROXIMATELY 
25 Orricers WERE SUMMONED To Mc- 
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KInLEY SENIOR HicH ScHOOL aT Fan- 
mE AND Louisa Sts. ABouT 10:15 PM 
To QUELL THE Riot, Sai Povice CHIEF 
SHIRLEY S. ArrIGHT. ABouT 300 TEEN- 
Acers WERE INSIDE AND OVER 500 WERE 
QUTSIDE THE SCHOOL BurLpinc AwairT- 
ING THE ARRIVAL OF “LITTLE RICHARD,” 
Necro Voca.ist. WHEN HE PuLLep Up 
TO THE SCHOOL, OFFICERS SAM JACOBS 
anp L. W. Hewitt Becan Escortinc 
Him THROUGH THE Mos. SEVERAL By- 
STANDERS ATTEMPTED TO TEAR His 
CLOTHES IN ADMIRATION. IT Was RE- 
PORTED, SO THE OFFICERS BEGAN FEND- 
ING THEM OFF. SUDDENLY BOTTLES AND 
OTHER OBJEcTS BEGAN FLYING THROUGH 
THE Air. Hewitt Was STRUCK IN THE 
BacK OF THE Heap By A Sort DRINK 
BoTTLE, WHILE Jacoss Samp He Nar- 
rowLy Missep Bemnc Hit SEVERAL 
Times. FINALLY ONE OF THE OFFICERS 
Mave It TO THE PHONE AND CALLED 
HEADQUARTERS FOR REINFORCEMENTS. 
OrFicers Sain THEY Broke Up THE 
Mos aNnp CANCELLED THE Dance. No 
Arrests WERE MapeE, ALTHOUGH THE 
CasE IS StrL~t UNDER INVESTIGATION BY 
THE PoLiceE JUVENILE DIvIsION. 

Quite simply, Little Richard, ex- 
Macon, Ga., dishwasher with 16 brothers 
and sisters (aged five to 28) has dif- 
ficulty adjusting to bad situations which 
develop from good intentions. Nor does 
he consider unrestrained emotion to a 
demanding audience wrong. 

For the reams of paper that have been 
devoted to his latest brush with the law, 
none has described the caliber of south- 
ern policemen who have harassed him 
for more than half of his life in the 
lands below the cotton curtain. He has 
been persecuted and prosecuted by those 
who can make no allowance or tolerate 
a man wearing face powder or having 
his locks croquignoled. Because of this 
and a natural unrest in his personality, 
Little Richard has known little kindness 
and few really good times. 

From his poverty-stricken _ back- 
ground, where there was never quite 
enough to go around, where clothes were 
few and luxuries absent, Little Richard 
began to affix his sense of values on ma- 
terial things and Cadillac became a 
mark of success. He now owns two. But 
when they tried to attach one of them 
in Georgia, little did they know that it 
was not only $6,000 worth of metal ac- 
coutrement they were taking away, but 
a symbol of security for which Little 
Richard risked his life to protect. 

Probably the person who knows Little 





Richard best, besides his mother, is 
Evelyn Johnson, president of the Buf- 
falo Booking Agency in Houston, Texas. 
“I’m still kicking myself for letting the 
most valuable piece of rock ’n roll prop- 
erty get away from me,” she says. She 
voluntarily released him in 1955 after 
handling him nearly six years. But if 
she thinks hard enough, she could find 
some good reasons which might con- 
sole her sorrow. Like the time, Richard 
refused to play a date because she 
would not send him $300 to buy some 
clothes the same day. The money was 
sent the next day, but Richard had gone 
home to Macon. 

Evelyn, Richard admits, was like a 
mother to him. She understood his pro- 
blems, counseled him, but could never 


Pounding out a rock ’n’ roll rhythm at the piano, Little Richard kicks one leg exuber- 


was called Rice, Red Beans And Turnip 
Greens on a Peacock label with a now 
defunct male quartet called the “Tempo 
Toppers.” The hard driving and com- 
pelling tenor on that rock ’n roll collec- 
tors item was Little Richard. Little 
known, it was one of his best recording 
efforts. As a single Richard tore up au- 
diences all over the Southwest and deep 
South where he was a favorite. But he © 
was inexperienced and as yet uncal- 
loused. People stole his money and 
clothes, beat and kicked him and made 
of him the fighting tiger who was later 
to be subdued with black jacks. 

But this is a furiosity which Little 
Richard acquired. Around Club Mati- 
nee in Houston he was a joke. Bums or 
sharpies would tell Richard a sad story 


antly as he shouts out the lyrics during the filming of the Columbia movie Don’t Knock 
The Rock. Primarily a dance hall performer, Little Richard earns $1,000 nightly. 


teach him the value of money. “Only, 
I must say Richard was good to his 
family,” Miss Johnson recalled. “If he 
had $15, he would send nine of them to 
his mother.” But of the six or $600 he 
kept for himself he would loan to friends 
or spend it on a party. 

Little Richard was only 16 when he 
entered show business. The only other 
public experience he had had was shel- 
tered in a little wooden church in Ma- 
con, Ga., where he sang with the same 
fervor he brought to rock ’n roll. Folks 
around Macon remember him as the 
“Warhawk,” because that is how he im- 
pressed churchmen with the dexterity of 
his songs. 

One of the first records Richard cut 


and get his last dime. Then they laughed 
at him openly and called him a fool. 
Richard would look at them in wide- 
eyed amazement. He could not under- 
stand how people could ask him for a 
favor, then stand before the crowd and 
ridicule him for doing it. And often 
when the laughter had died down and 
the crowd had dispersed, Little Richard 
would leave the club alone, and then he 
would cry. There was a lot, teen-age 
Richard realized, to be learned about 
life and man’s inhumanity to man. 

And he couldn’t learn it all in a night 
or a week or a month. It was going to 
take time. 

Maybe it was his age or inexperience 
or a combina- (Continued on Page 59) 
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it was terrible, what they said my husband had done. But 


vse than that was the awful knowledge that it was all my 


fault—that I had driven him to it—even though I loved him 


ED THE SCHOOL BOARD defiantly. They were men and women Matt 
had entertained socially several times since he took over the science classes 
ide. Hillside was the high-school in a border state town that had voted to 
its school system. But any hint of friendliness was hidden behind the sober 
ns on their faces. 
usband’s appointment was a great honor,” I told them. “It was something 
had been working for a long time. He would never do anything to bring 
t on the whole fight for equal rights.” 
Harney nodded solemnly. “That’s exactly why the school board is con- 
this preliminary hearing, Mrs. Sears,” he said. “There are some people in 
who would seize upon an incident like this to prove their contention 
1s a mistake to place colored teachers in Hillside.” 
Villis, the town banker, waggled the pencil he held. “This is a most serious 
ainst your husband,” he said. “The girl involved swears that Mr. Sears 
1s intimate with her.” 
that’s why I know she’s lying!” I burst out. “Matt couldn’t have had any- 
lo with that girl. I know because—” I stopped short and lowered my eyes 
rrassment. 
» you know Mrs. Sears?” one of the board members asked. 
ok my head helplessly. I couldn’t expose my private life to these outsiders. 
ow,” | insisted. “Matt just isn’t that kind of man. I know him.” 


1y of us be sure we know another person, after his passions have been 
Dr. Owens asked. 





; the whole point. Matt wasn’t passionate—at least, not any more. Not 
| forced the memory from my mind. I said nothing, but smiled my 
Owens was honestly trying to find a motive for this awful thing they 
t had done. In fact, all of them were trying to be helpful. I realized that 
want their integration policy to come under unfair criticism any more 
or I did. 
or spoke again. “No one can blame you for sticking by your husband, 
| wish you would persuade him to cooperate with the board. We’ve 
irl’s story, and we’ve listened to you. But we don’t want to make a deci- 
e’ve heard Mr. Sears tell us his side.” 


sband has nothing to hide,” I said positively. (Continued on Page 72) 
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“Just do me one favor before 


judgment on me,” Matt said s 


Se Ss Sv 


HEN I MET RITA I was a hustler 


a guy who lives by his wits. At 
or another in my life I had 
blackjack, cut poker games, run 


umbers, operated a bookie joint, 


a partner in a “protection” 
Once, when things got really 
I’d even let a woman keep me. 
was cultured and educated, and 
the daughter of a society family. 


Her father had a business and was pret- 
ty well fixed. There was all the differ- 
ence of night and day between Rita and 
the women I’d known before. There 
was a freshness about her, a sincerity 
that was a welcome relief from all the 
phony glitter and glamor that sur- 
rounded me after I left school to find 
an easy way to make a living. 

The going had been rough until | 


learned my way around the hustlers and 
slick operators. I was aware that I had 
an attraction for women and more than 
once | had to fight down the temptation 
to take advantage of them like some guys 
I knew. But somehow I managed to 
keep straight on that score. 

[ was Arnie Evans, a guy who could 
get by on brains. Charm? Sure, I used 
it on the women, but I was smart, | 


NOT GOOD ENOUGH 


bler, hoodlum, clip joint operator—you name it, I’ve done it. 





Then along came Rita, 
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never mixed business with pleasure. 

Only once did I let myself take the 
easy way out. I had gone into a “pro- 
tection” association with a slick con man 
named Tab Miller. In reality, it was a 
shakedown racket in which we “sold” 
protection from the law to after-hours 
joints. For a time, Tab and I had 
smooth sailing. I made plenty of money 
even though I turned over all my collec- 


tions to Tab because he was the brains 
of the outfit. 

One night while making the rounds, 
the second-floor flat where I had gone 
to get a payment was raided. I barely 
managed to get away down the back 
stairs and through the alley. Taking a 
high board fence a few houses down the 
block, my leap wasn’t high enough and 
I landed in a heap with my left leg 


and it was time to change my ways. 


Only I couldn’t 


Rita’s eyes flashed angrily. “You’re my hus- — 


hand, aren’t you?” she snapped. Then she 
aught sight of Tico sitting on the bed. 


twisted, nearly useless, under me. 

It hurt like hell, but I managed to 
make it to the apartment where Tab 
Miller rented a room. A tall, tan woman 
with high cheek bones and exotic- 
shaped eyes answered the door. 

“I’ve got to see Tab Miller,” I said, 
clenching my teeth because of the pain 
in my leg. 

“He not here,” the woman told me. 

“Then I'll wait.” I pushed past her 
into the apartment. 

The woman closed the 
leaned against it with a slow, langorous 
smile. “You have a long wait, I theenk.” 

Then she told me that Miller had left 
town that afternoon. It hit me like a left 
hook from Sugar Ray—I’d been tricked. 
Left holding the bag. Tab had gotten 
wind of the scheduled raid and had cut 
out—with my share of the cash. This, 
and the pain that was shooting through 
my injured leg, was too much for me to 
take and I blacked out. 

When I came to, I was lying on a 
frilly bed in a room I'd never seen be- 
fore. My leg had been bandaged and 
some of the pain was gone. I heard a 
low, throaty voice say, “The doctor, he 
say you be all well soon.” 

I raised myself on one elbow and 
glanced around. In a corner of the 
room, reclining on a chaise lounge was 
the woman who had met me at the door. 
“T’ve got to get out of here,” I said, and 
my voice sounded weak and far away. 

“You no like it here? Tico, she take 
care of you,” the woman said with a 
smile. And getting a good look at the 
revealing black negligee carelessly 
thrown around her, I realized that it 
would be very easy to accept her invita- 
tion. 

“T can’t stay here. I’ve got to locate 
that rat Miller and my dough,” I insist- 
ed, knowing all the while it would be a 
hopeless task. 

“That Tab Miller, all the time he live 
here he keep bothering me. No good.” 

I can’t say that I could blame him for 
making passes at Tico. She was some 
woman! I was curious about her name 
and the funny accent she had. She told 
me she was Puerto Rican. I wondered if 
it were an act. But whatever it was, she 
sure put it over. Letting my head drop 
back on the pillow, I tried to figure out 
my next step. 

There I was, broke, banged up and 
certainly in no condition to walk out of 
the perfect set-up Tico offered. Laying 
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door and 


























ow until my leg healed and the cops 
yoled off was the only smart thing to 


lo, and I finally resigned myself to it. 


l'ico brought me a tall glass of orange 
ice, not bothering to conceal her 
harms as she bent over me. “Now you 
smart,” she smiled. “And do not be 
fraid. Tico will not bother you—yet.” 


Three weeks later I was back on my 
Tico wanted me to stay, but my 
experience with Miller made me leery 
iny proposition. “Besides,” I told 
the day I left, “I don’t like the way 

1 make your money.” 
“If a man give me 
ey because he like me, that is 


he made a face. 


ge? I promise nothing—I give 
[hose guys are suckers,” I sneered. 
The same ones you clip?” 

[That crack touched a sore spot. 
‘That’s different, baby,” I defended my- 
elf. “But don’t get me wrong. I think 

e great, even if you are a heart- 
golddigger.” 

“You think I have no heart?” Tico 
usked, coming close to me with a sensu- 
ous movement of her full, rounded hips. 
she reached up and encircled my neck 
with her arms. She pulled my. head 
and her hot, moist kiss was full of 
promises. I felt myself weakening. Then, 
with an effort, I pulled away. 

[hanks for the compliment, baby, 
but it’s no dice. Sorry—” 

Three weeks later I sent her a $50 
money order. I’d hit a run of luck in a 
r game and won enough to get my- 
self a stake and also repay Tico for her 
Not long after that, I met Rita 
and Tico became less than a memory ... 


FIRST, what I was and what I'd 
en didn’t bother me. But gradu- 
ally, | dropped my old friends and spent 
all my time with Rita. I’d always run 
way when a girl got serious, 
Rita lead me to the altar with- 


out a vyhimper. 

Her folk wanted us to have a big 
but we slipped away and got 
| had picked a daily double 
enough money to take a lei- 
o-week honeymoon. 

[t was a glorious holiday—lolling on 
the sand of a California beach, splashing 
in the blue Pacific, holding hands across 

lin table, and making love under 
a canopy of velvet night studded with 
big as a gambler’s diamond 
But a honeymoon—or a bank- 


roll—can’t last forever and all too soon 
we were back in the apartment Rita’s 
father had given us for a wedding pres- 


ent. 


Still bubbling with high spirits, I 
lifted my lovely bride in my arms and 
carried her inside. Arm in arm, we in- 
spected each room, with Rita pointing 


out the changes she planned to make. 


Finally, standing in the living room, 


Rita held me at arm’s length and smiled 
up at me. “Well, darling, we’re home,” 
she said. “Now we begin a new life.” 

And she wasn’t kidding. I learned 
that on the following Monday morning. 
The “new” life Rita referred to was one 
I hadn’t even dreamed of. I was rudely 
shaken awake just as | was about to 
settle down to some serious sleeping. 
Cocking one eye at the clock on the 
dresser, I saw it was seven o'clock. I 
groaned and pulled the pillow over my 
head. 

“Oh, no you don’t!” Rita laughed, 





at such an ungodly hour, but I managed 
to play the part of a 9-to-5 salesman, 
That’s what I'd told Rita I did for a 
living. 

Once out on the street, however, I was 
lost. What did people do at this time of 
the morning, before the day had actual. 
ly begun? There was no point in visit- 
ing any of my regular hangouts. It was 
much too early. So I wandered around 
the streets looking at the men with brief- 
cases and lunch pails heading for work. 
I had always thought of them as poor 
suckers, but now I saw them in a differ- 
ent light. Most of them no doubt hated 
getting up as much as I did. Yet, they 
were doing it. 

I decided that the least I could do was 
to go through the motions. Since I had 
been tricked into pretending I had a job 
there was nothing to do but go along 
with the idea. I stopped into a lunch 
stand for a cup of coffee. After a cig- 


arette I felt a little better and I had 


Lying and cheating and playing suckers for whatever 


they were worth was just part of my nature. 


could put up a respectable front. 


Sure, I 


But behind it. I 


had to make everything quick and easy or not at all 





punching me in the ribs. 

I glared at her and growled, “Where’s 
the fire?” 

“Right under your bed, darling—un- 
less you jump out of there by the time I 
count three.” 

“This is no time to be playing games. 
I love you.” I told her. “Now be a good 
girl and come back later—much later!” 

She didn’t lose her disgustingly cheer- 
ful air. “If you think this is a game, then 
you'd better think again, Mister Evans,” 
she said, shoving her hand under my 
nose and pointing to her wedding ring. 
“You’re a married man now—remem- 
ber? You’ve got to go back to work 
because as of right now, the holiday is 
over.” 

I'd completely forgotten I was sup- 
posed to be a working man and was to- 
tally unprepared for Rita’s devotion to 
her wifely duties. She had drawn my 
bath, laid out my clothes and had a pip- 

ing hot breakfast waiting for me by the 
time I groped my way into the kitchen, 
still half asleep. 

I wasn’t used to being up and about 


worked out a plan. 

I would get back my old job at Big 
Ned’s bookie joint, and just leave home 
early in the morning, take it easy until 
the races started, then go home after 
work. Big Ned ran a couple of legiti- 
mate businesses, one of them a printing 
supply company. It was in the big gar- 
age back of the main building where the 
bookie joint was located, so there’d be 
no problem if I got any phone calls or 
visits while I was “on the job.” 

The more I thought of it, the better 
the idea sounded. And it worked out as 
well as I expected. I saved the money I 
made each day until the end of the week. 
Then I'd take home a reasonable amount 
to Rita. It got to be a big joke to Big 
Ned and the boys. 


HINGS WORKED like a charm for 

several weeks and I was happier with 
Rita than I'd ever dreamed of being 
with any woman. But like they say, 
there’s many a slip— One night after 
dinner I was glancing through the pa- 
per, but not really reading it because I 
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could tell that Rita had something on her 
mind. I could always tell by the way 
she kept looking at me furtively and 
twirling a strand of her black hair 
around a forefinger. Finally, she said, 
“Honey, do you know anything about 
cosmetics ?” 

“Only that with or without, you’re 
still the cutest one!” I answered. 

“Oh, be serious, Arnie,” she scolded, 
but it was easy to see that she was 

. “I’ve got a very special reason 
for wanting to know.” 

Outwardly I tried to appear casual, 
but my mind was racing a mile a min- 
ute. I was sure I knew what she was 
leading up to. Her father was in the 
cosmetics business and evidently the old 
boy thought it was time to take his new 
son-in-law into the firm. I was all for it. 
As a matter of fact, | was beginning to 
wonder if he was ever going to break 
down and show a little more interest in 
me. 

Rita and I were living our own lives, 
visiting her parents only now and then 
for dinner at their big house in the 
suburbs. I wouldn’t have objected in 
the least to moving in with them, but 
Rita had some funny ideas about being 
independent so I dropped the thought— 
for the time being. 

Now, apparently Old Man Dobbs had 
decided to give me a break and I knew 
what my answer would be. I could just 
picture myself sitting at a big desk in 
the Dobbs’ company front office, taking 
a couple hours for lunch, then quitting 
early enough in the afternoon to stroll 
around to Big Ned’s place and lay a few 
bets. Yeah! That was the life for me. 

But I played it cool. “Well, I guess 
I know as much about cosmetics as the 
average man,” | said. 

“Don’t be so modest,” Rita retorted. 
“I’m sure you’ve done a lot of research 
on kissproof lipstick and face powder 
that comes off on coat collars and—” 

“Hey, take it easy,” I laughed. “T’ll 
admit I’ve been around, but you make 
me sound like a real playboy.” 

She came over and gave me a playful 
poke on the jaw, then sat down on my 
lap. “Be that as it may, the point is that 
experience like that isn’t exactly the kind 
you can use in the business end of cos- 
metics.” 

“Agreed. But what’s your point?” 

“Well, Father thinks you ought to be 
working for him,” she told me. 

“Tt’s an idea,” I said, acting as if the 


thought had never crossed my mind until 
then. “Yes, I think I might like it.” I 
gave her a little pat, then as if talking 
to a secretary, I ordered, “Take a let- 
ter, Miss Jones. Do you think I’m the 
executive type, darling?” 

Rita laughed at my joke, then grew 
serious again. “I’m afraid it'll be some 
time before you'll be holding a pretty 
stenographer on your lap. You see, 
honey, Father agrees with me that the 
best way for you to learn the business 
is from the bottom up.” 

That’s when I should have packed a 
bag and hit the road. But I really loved 
Rita and I guess that’s why I stuck 
around to see what she had in mind. Her 
voice was apologetic. “You wouldn’t 
want special privileges just because 
you're the boss’s son-in-law, would 
you?” 

When I didn’t answer, she pulled my 
face around. “I’d hate to think I mar- 
ried a man who was always looking for 
the easy way out,” she said. 

“What difference does it make?” I 
demanded angrily. “Your mind is al- 
ready made up about it. Where do I 
start? In the stock room as a shipping 
clerk, or as a porter with mop and 
broom?” 

Rita stared at me, hurt. I went over 

to her and smoothed out the wrinkles 
in her forehead with my lips. “I’m sor- 
ry, baby,” I apologized. “I guess my 
jokes aren’t as funny as I think they are. 
I’d be a truck driver if you wanted me 
to.” 
She gave me a worried little smile. “I 
guess I was afraid I was pushing you in- 
to something you didn’t want. Sure, 
Father could make you a partner over- 
night, but I want my husband to make 
it on his own.” 

“You’ve convinced me,” I told her. 
“Tomorrow I'll resign where I am and 
Monday morning bright and early I'll 
start working for my father-in-law.” 

“Wonderful!” she cried. “And inside 
of a month; I'll bet you'll be the best 


darn salesman he’s got.” 


I WAS PREPARED for almost anything 
but that. A salesman! I realized too 
late that I’d done too good a job pre- 
tending, coming home with glowing tales 
of big deals I’d put over and handing 
Rita extra money I said were “bonuses.” 
I couldn’t back out now. Seeing Rita 
unhappy or upset was more than I could 
bear. And her faith in me—I just 


could not afford to let her down. 

I planted a kiss on the curve of her 
neck and felt her tremble in my embrace. 
Lifting her chin, I studied her lovely 
heart-shaped face—the soft brown eyes, 
the pert little nose, the sweet lips. The 
love and faith that shone in her eyes 
made me almost forget my sordid past. 
She was too good for me, and I knew 
it. Still, I couldn’t let her go. I’d do 
anything on earth to hold her, I told 
myself. Maybe I could work an angle— 

Mr. Dobbs, Rita’s father, put me on 
as a door-to-door salesman, which was 
even worse than I had braced myself for. 
A big sales campaign had been started 
and I was assigned out in the field with 
the rest of the staff. The first day I didn’t 
even bother to do any soliciting on the 
route he assigned me. I shot a few games 
of pool, then holed up in my favorite 
bar. 

Around five o’clock, Big Ned came in 
and | bought him a drink. He hauled 
out his overstuffed wallet and handed 
me the rest of the money he’d been hold- 
ing for me. “Maybe I’d better pay for 
my own drink,” he chuckled. “With 
this pavement-pounding kick you’re on, 
you won’t even be able to fake any or- 
ders. Man, you’ve really got to get out 
there an’ scuffle!” 

I just glared at him, but I began to 
get a little worried. Maybe the next day 
I should try my luck. I did—and it was 
all bad. Even with a few drinks under 
my belt to bolster my courage and loosen 
my tongue, I had a hard job just getting 
rid of the samples I carried around in 
my briefcase. By now I was sure there 
were plenty of easier ways to make a 
living, and what’s more, I knew them 
all. I couldn’t see that it made any dif- 
ference anyway where the money was 
coming from, as long as there was plenty 
of it and it kept coming. 

That evening, Rita and I had our first 
quarrel, and I told her I'd sleep on the 
couch in the living room. But then I 
said I was sorry. Her crying tore my 
heart out and I couldn’t sleep until I'd 
soothed away her tears. 

For the rest of the week, I honestly 
tried. But it seemed that everything was 
against me. At five o’clock Friday eve- 
ning I had exactly fifteen orders, not one 
of them for more than $2. To make 
matters worse, it was raining and | got 
soaking wet. Tired and disgusted, | 
stopped by the bar on the way home 
and ended (Continued on Page 71) 
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A prowling male with a gleam in his ey: 
can always find.a willing girl—if his 
pockets are stuffed with some ready cash 





Do some girls just go bad, or are they born that 
way, money-hungry and love-starved ? 


The best answers come from 








the girls themselves 





“—— LOOKED LIKE SHE HAD STEPPED OUT OF A DREAM,” the young 

traveling salesman told police. “I still can’t believe it,” he stumbled on, some- 
what shamefaced by the whole affair. “We had cocktails and dinner. We took in 
a play, then went to her apartment. It was elegant and we talked about the theater, 
poetry and new books. I had never met a more beautiful or intelligent woman in 
my life.” 

“Of course,” he continued, trying to smooth his rumpled suit, “I was shocked 
when she made it plain that romance with her was strictly for pay, but I had 
gone too far to quit. When | woke up in that alley this morning, though, without 
my wallet and with a bump on my head that wasn’t there the night before, I wished 
I had never left my hotel yesterday.” 

As the investigating officers pumped the embarrassed young man for more de- 
tails of the lurid affair he would have much rather forgotten, one question kept 
cropping up in his mind: “Why do good girls go wrong?” 

“Why do good girls go wrong?” snapped an 18-year-old tart in a dimly-lit dive 
of the Chicago South Side. “You call it wrong if you want to, but just look,” she 
said, thumbing her way through ten $10 bills. “This is more than my mother and 
her man put together make in a week. For the first time in their lives my little 
brothers and sisters have enough to eat because I can buy food for them. I quit 
school because I had only one dress. Now I can afford to dress better than the 
principal. You call me a bad girl but I never had it so good.” 

Quite different was the answer of a Detroit secretary who was salaried at $125 
and a member of a socially prominent family. At twenty-two, she had finished 
college, held a responsible job by day and was a $100 call girl by night. “My 
real father died when I was three and my mother married again when | was eight,” 
she recalled. “My stepfather resented me from the day he first laid eyes on me. 
He could never quite get over his ire of not being the first man my mother ever 
had. So why, you ask, did I go bad, if you want to call it bad? Simply because 
when I lay in a man’s arms I feel, if only for a few (Continued on Page 58) 
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MASQUERADE 


LOVE 


t want to get old. I wouldn’t get old 
going to think young and act 
und look young just as long 

After all, how else can a woman 


to her man when others are after him? 





4° 





I was all alone with my thoughts now, 

wondering if Irene had told me the 

truth. Was my husband really having 
an affair? 








HERE’S SOMETHING I think 
you ought to know, dear,” Irene 
told me. 

With an elaborate attempt at casu- 
alness, I deposited my half-empty 
cocktail glass on the coffee-table in 
front of me. I couldn’t let Irene 
guess the torrent which had switched 
on in my brain at her quiet words. 
“Something I think you ought to 
know.” Those words so ominously 
passed between women and their “best 
friends” for years of civilization. A 
slow smile curved my lips—a smile 
which I hoped was condescending and 
sophisticatedly serene. 

“Oh,” I told Irene. “Now you're 
going to tell me something of shock- 
ing import and, if I’m not careful, 
just before you do, you’re going to 
tell me to sit back and get a tight grip 
on myself, to prepare for a moment 
of disaster. All right, dear, I'll play 
little games with you. Tell me. Tell 
me how long David has been unfaith- 
ful to me.” 

I realized an almost sadistic pleas- 
ure as I took note of the surprised, 
virtually disappointed expression on 
Irene’s face. I had carried off the 
scene heroically, spoiled what sensa- 
tion-loving, gossipy Irene Jefferson 
had counted on as a_ bombshell 
conversation piece over afternoon 
drinks. I almost felt sorry as I 
watched the embarrassment and con- 
sternation spreading over my friend’s 








features. After all, she wasn’t really a 
vicious woman. She was truly devoted 
to me but, as long as I had known her, 
irene had been getting away with this 

rt of thing, carrying tidbits of un- 
What she had 
inted was the opportunity to comfort 


ind console me when I broke down into 


yleasant information. 


itter tears. Irene was recovering enough 
) speak now. 

‘Then you knew—you know?” she de- 
i1anded excitedly. Her voice took on 
hades of accusation. “And you didn’t 

nfide in your best friend, Irene. You’ve 
urried this burden all by yourself, 

ked in your grieving, aching heart.” 

She sounded like a fifth-rate script but 
rene was serious. 

[| smiled another cool smile. 

‘Yes, I know, darling,” I admitted, 

king up my drink and sipping during 

t was for Irene a maddening pause. 
lhough, | haven’t been grieving or 
hing, as you put it. Fact is, I’m rather 

| of David and I’m considering di- 

You know I’ve been so terribly 


d these last few years, being a 
ewife.” 

Divorce David?” Irene exclaimed 
h instinctive horror. “Why, Madeline, 
e not well. This philandering of 
s has touched your brain. There 
2 woman in our set, married or 
who wouldn’t like to snatch that 
lerful man away from you. Now, 
isten to me... .” 
he was raving on, telling me that, in 
days and times, women had to 
1 modern attitude about the absurd 
jaughty things their husbands did. 
reminded me of what a fortunate 
n | was to have been married for 
years to a good-looking success- 
iness man like David. I was lis- 
with a mechanical part of my 
[he rest of my mind was racing 
it high speed. I was thinking how easy 
it was for Irene, who had never found a 
her own, to counsel me to over- 
look my husband’s betrayal. I was think- 
egretfully how foolish it was that I 
nake believe to Irene that I knew 
hing about my husband’s infidel- 
ity. All the while, I was dying to ask 
enough questions to find out everything 
Who the girl was; what she 
d like; where they had been seen; 

all th rdid details. 
| hadn’t lied when I suggested that I 
knew that a third party had invaded the 


Irene knew. 


sanctity of my marriage. How could I 
help knowing when the once warm, once 
exciting day-to-day life with David had 
become a cold, courteous existence? 
How could I help knowing when there 
had been, of late, so many lying excuses 
about night work at David’s real estate 
office? How could I not know that my 
husband was unfaithful to me when it 
had been three and one-half months since 
the quarrel—and exactly that period of 
time since David had even bothered to 
come into my bedroom to even kiss me 
good night? 

I couldn’t tell Irene these things. | 
couldn’t ask her questions. It wasn’t 
only pride which kept me from it. It was 
common sense. I knew as well as I knew 
my name was Madeline Yearwood that 
the minute she reached home, after hear- 
ing my most confidential thoughts, Irene 
would be on the telephone communicat- 
ing everything she had learned to one of 
our other “friends” who she would warn 
not to repeat a word. 

Irene was still talking. How I wished 
she’d go home. 

The minute after I’d thought that 
thought, I was taking it back. For Irene 
was not just raving now. She was say- 
ing something I really wanted to hear. 
She was telling me something she thought 
I already knew. 

“Of course, I don’t blame you for be- 
ing upset, Madeline,” Irene rattled away. 
“It does make a wife seem even more 
ridiculous when the other woman is her 
husband’s secretary and can have a 
chance at him all day long every day. 
God knows the little tart is beautiful 
enough but what he can see in her out- 
side of that—” 

The careless words jolted me right at 
the heart. So that was it. Marva Thomas 
was the other woman. Marva Thomas— 
who David had always raved about as 
the perfect secretary. Beautiful, efficient 
and completely impersonal, he had called 
her. Bitterly, I wondered how long be- 
fore David’s estrangement with me the 
“impersonal” element in their relation- 
ship had _ dissolved 


warmer. 


into something 

Marva Thomas. That double-faced 
little hypocrite had actually had the 
nerve to pretend to be so crazy about me, 
to make so much over my appearance 
and my clothes the few times I had vis- 
ited the office. The worst part of think- 
ing about her now was the gruding real- 





When you’re forty- 
one, you don’t take 


competition lightly. 


Especially if the 


prize is your husband 





ization that she was truly a stunning 
young woman. Marva was a honey. 
colored girl with a body which would 
have done her proud in any bathing 
beauty contest. She had dark, soft lus- 
trous hair and those kind of widening 
eyes which get over the idea of inno- 
cence and naivete. I felt my face flush 
hot as I realized that David was acting 
like any other middle-aged married fool 
—carrying on an affair with a girl 
young enough to be his daughter. 

The resentment building up inside of 
me now was about to run over. I didn’t 
want to let Irene see me crack up and | 
knew that was just about what I was 
getting ready to do. I had to find some 
excuse to get rid of her. 

“Darling, do you mind breaking up 
this mourning session over a wandering 
husband?” I asked lightly. “I’ve got an 
appointment with Maurice at four. And 
you know how furious he gets when 
you're two minutes late. Besides, I’ve 
got to pick up my gown for the ball 
tomorrow night.” 

Irene looked as though her feelings 
were slightly hurt. She had just gotten 
warmed up well. 

“All right,” she said resignedly. “But, 
I hope you’ll think over what I’ve said. 
Why, I see no reason in the world why 
you should give up without a fight. And 
believe me, Madeline, you’ve got some- 
thing to fight with. Maurice has done 
wonders with your hair in the last couple 
You don’t look a bit like 


” 


of months. 
forty-two... 

“Forty-one,” I corrected her sharply. 

My friend shrugged. 

“Forty-one, then. What I mean is that 
the way you keep yourself up and the 
way you dress, you don’t have to take a 
back seat to any silly young chippie. At 
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Jeast David is still taking you out. You’re 
going to the ball with him tomorrow 


‘night and I bet you'll be the prettiest 


matron there over forty.” 

I smiled uncertainly at the left-handed 
compliment and tried not to appear to be 
shoving Irene out the door. I sighed 
with great relief when it finally closed 
behind her. The next moment I wasn’t 
relieved at all. It was as though Irene’s 
presence had acted like novocaine. Now 
she had gone away and the dull, hurting 
ache of my heart—the ache which had 
been growing duller and more hurting 
for months now—throbbed inside of me 
until it seemed almost unbearable. 

I glanced at my watch. Three-fifteen. 
| simply wasn’t up to making my hair 
appointment today. I’d just have to 
phone Maurice and say I was ill. | didn’t 
want to go anywhere, do anything. | 
just wanted to shut myself off and think 
about the ruins of my marriage. I just 
wanted to be alone. 

It didn’t improve my state of mind, 
certainly, that the girl who took my mes- 
sage at Maurice’s was snippy about it. 
Secretaries! I thought angrily, as | 
banged down the receiver on her. Was 
the world becoming the property of sec- 
retaries? 1 made myself a fresh cocktail, 
pouring in a stiffer dose of whiskey than 
I’d ever had before. I went upstairs to 
my bedroom, got out of my frock and 
into a cool negligee. I sprawled listlessly 
across the bed, sitting up every once in 
a while to sip a few moody draughts of 
my drink. I stared at the ceiling and it 
became a shifting canvas for my memo- 
ries of the time when David and I were 
sweethearts . . . 


I WAS going to be the world’s outstand- 

ing beauty culturist the day before 
David walked into the shop where I was 
an operator. He was a good-looking 
young man, not handsome, but just 
healthily, heartily, pleasantly good-look- 
ing. The thing which fascinated me 
about him immediately was a pair of 
dark brown eyes which gave off all sorts 
of magnetism. They were the liveliest 
eyes I’d ever encountered. They seemed 
to bore right into you and if the effect 
hadn’t been a delightful, shivery effect, 
it might have been scarey. I got out into 
the foyer before anyone else when the 
young man walked in. He informed me 
that he had an appointment with the 
boss, Mrs. Morgan. I was certain he was 


lying, that he was another brash sales- 
man who used the appointment gimmick 
to make sure he was going to get an au- 
dience with the top person. The name. 
“Morgan,” of course, would be easy 
enough to discover by a quick glance at 
the window. 

I asked him what his business was 
with Miss Morgan. I knew that Fran 
wouldn’t want to be interrupted in her 
paper work in the rear office unless the 
man really had an appointment. 

The impertinence of the young man’s 
reaction took my breath. 

“If I could handle my business with 
you, my dear,” he told me. “I wouldn’t 
have asked for Miss Morgan.” 

It was a nasty reply but the young 
man’s eyes glinted with good-natured 
mischief. He added, before I could re- 
capture my poise. “Now be sweet, won’t 
you, and run back and tell Miss Morgan 
that David Yearwood is here from the 
real estate office.” 

The most intelligent thing I could 
think of was a deep “hmmmp” and a 
toss of the head as I disappeared into 
the back to summon Fran Morgan. From 
my booth I did a little discreet eaves- 
dropping and learned that the fresh 
young man was discussing with Fran a 
new and larger location in which she 
was interested for the shop. 

I was intrigued by the respectful at- 
tention Fran was giving this Mr. Year- 
wood. Fran Morgan, although cultured 
and diplomatic, had a reputation for be- 
ing one of the toughest women in the 
city to do business with. But then, Mr. 
Yearwood was being very charming and 
he wasn’t turning on the kind of high 
pressure which would have queered him 
with her. Smart young man, I thought. 
And those eyes. 

I saw a good deal of David Yearwood 
within the next few months. He was in 
the process of closing a deal on a new 
building for my boss and came around 
frequently. It always seemed to be my 
luck to be between clients or out in the 
foyer, attending to some small duty, 
when he came. It wasn’t long before I’d 
forgotten the spirited interchange of con- 
versation we had that first day. I found 
David an ambitious, likeable fellow. We 
often laughed about the way we’d gotten 
off on the wrong foot. 

“I just sized you up as a smarty and 
you sized me up the same way and— 
you know what—we were both right,” 


David told me one evening when he 
came in looking for Miss Morgan. The 
boss wasn’t in and I, myself, was pre- 
paring to close up shop. David told me 
he had often wondered who was the 
lucky guy who was taking up my time 
after work. Or, he demanded, was there 
just one? 

I told him the truth. Since I’d come 
to New York from North Carolina, an © 
ambitious college graduate seeking to 
conquer the world, I’d had one ambition 
—to learn all I could about the beauty 
business and finally own a shop of my 
own. I’d been lucky enough to get a 
break at Fran Morgan’s beauty school 
and after finishing there, had become an 
operator. I had met any number of nice 
young men but, to me, most of them 
seemed interested only in sex and scotch. 

“What?” demanded David lightly, “do 
you find wrong with sex and scotch?” 

I told him I had nothing against either 
under the right circumstances but I 
didn’t believe that being pulled at in a 
parked car or contributing to the well- 
being of the liquor industry were the 
sole things of significance in life. 

David looked at me appraisingly. We 
were about ready to walk out the door. 

“T like you,” he said almost as though 
he were thinking aloud. “I like you be- 
cause you’re frank, sensible and, thank 
God, pretty too. Yes, sir. I like you. 
How about having dinner with me at the 
nearest Automat.” 

“Okay,” I told him. 

We didn’t eat at the Automat. David 
took me to a favorite spot of his—an 
Italian place where we had the most 
wonderful spaghetti dinner—with some 
enchanting red wine. 

I learned, to my delight, that David 
was a modest person. I managed to ex- 
tract from him the information that he 
was assistant manager at one of the best 
real estate firms in the community. He 
was making contacts and saving money 
to go into his own business. 

“I'm going to make a fortune one 
days,” he said simply. I believed him. 

The dinner date that night wound up 
way in the wee hours at my place. I 
was impressed, if a tiny bit disappointed, 
that my new friend never made a pass 
all evening long or even at the door 
when we said good night. We had un- 
burdened ourselves to each other about 
our respective ambitions and I had really 
enjoyed the (Continued on Page 76) 
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| LIVED 
m IN ANOTHER 
WORLD 


By LOUIS HANLEY 


When disappointment came, I tried to drown my 


troubles. Then I found out what trouble really was 


NEVER DREAMED | would turn out to be a drunkard and a bum, 

but it happened. It can happen to anybody who drinks. Under the 
influence of demon alcohol, a man can lose all aim and direction in 
life. He can become too weak to resist a drink, and as the months slip 
quickly into years, he may lose the respect of everyone including the 
mother who gave him birth. For nobody loves a drunkard but another 
drunkard. Sure, you may for a while see the bright lights and the floor 
shows, and drink and have a good time. But in the end, you will suffer 
and die a thousand times. You will spend the best years of your life a 
heartbroken, worn-out man, just as I. That is the way of the alcoholic. 

Whiskey and I started out together back in 1928. I was 16 that sum- 
mer and in love with a pretty, slender girl named Nada. Her freckled 
face was set off by a straight, shiny little nose. She had chestnut-brown 
hair and tiny feet. I adored her. And when | was about to begin my 











1 could not drown out the picture of Nada, 
the sweetfaced young girl whose image 
haunted me, even in my drunkest hours. 











irst big job as a kitchen helper on a 

boat sailing on the Great Lakes, I raced 
tell Nada the news. 

“The boat is the City of Benton Har- 

I told her eagerly, “We'll sail up 

Mackinac Island, a summer resort, 

en down to Detroit. My cousin is a 

f on the boat. That’s what I’m go- 

to be someday.” 


ft isn t easy to drink yourself to death. 
















You 


have to work at it hard. like I did, by start- 


ing at the cork and ending up at the bottom 


of the 





ida was both pleased and frightened 
leaving. I pulled her close to me 
leclared: “Honey, I can take care 
self.” 
that moment, a car passed by with 
ans tied behind it, rattling out the 
f a pair of newlyweds. A lump 
into my throat and my heart beat 
hen I knew I loved Nada. 
r that, | ran home to my mother, 
lreams and promises. 
na,” | announced, “I’m going to 
I’m going to work and save 
you a home. And my wife, 
will be with us.” 
r muttered back a soft warning: 
count your chickens before 
hatched.” 
done some rash chicken-count- 
ed, for Nada’s family was not 
are of anything between us. 
less, my mind was made up, 
nt to work to make the dreams 


at called City of Benton Har- 
first job was peeling potatoes 
ing dishes. It was hard, back- 
vork, twelve or more hours a 
of the crew drank heavily, 
r touched the stuff. I was sav- 
to buy clothes and to send 
esent. I also sent money home 
[ could think fast then, and 
erested in cooking and the 
x trade. 
he season ended, I was able to 
is I wanted, and Nada was 


vith me. Mother’s comfort- 


bottle 


able home was well furnished, and the 
future looked bright. 

I didn’t even mind the kidding I took 
from some of the guys at the poolroom 
I visited at Chicago’s Forty-Third Street 
and the elevated station. All of them— 
Red, Smokey, Fox and Devil—patted me 
on the back and laughed: “Keep work- 
ing, sucker! Nobody works but a mule 
and a fool.” 

I didn’t mind being called either mule 
or fool, and as fall began, I went to work 
in a fish market to keep things going 
for myself and to date my girl. The 
weeks rolled by until, on a snowy day 
four days before Christmas, I waited 
two hours in Nada’s hallway for her to 
come home, and when she did, I asked 
her to marry me. 

But Nada wasn’t ready. “We're too 
young,” she said, “We should wait a 
little longer.” 

Finally I agreed, kissed her good- 
night, and walked back out into the 
cold. Nada had made sense, but now 
my mind was confused. Maybe she is 
only making a fool of me, I said to my- 
self. The thought tormented me. That 
night, under an elevated station at Forty- 
Third Street, I took my first drink from 
a friend who offered it to me to warm 
me from the cold. 

The whiskey made me feel better. 
Things began to look different. Some- 
thing told me to forget Nada, that there 
were lots of girls in the world. That 
thought made me feel better too. Whis- 
key, I decided, was a wonderful thing if 








it could straighten your thoughts out 
like that. I bought a half pint of it to 
sip on as | walked around in the cold, 
thinking scornfully of how Nada had 
refused to marry. The thought hurt, 
but the liquor made me feel warm and 
strong. As I wandered that night, | 
talked about women to all the fellows | 
knew. They all said the same thing: for- 
get Nada, and find another girl. 

It was four a.m. when I got home. 
My dog, Fritz, was waiting up for me. 
Made hungry by alcohol, I found some- 
thing to eat, and talked so loudly to 
Fritz that | awoke my mother. She came 
into the kitchen and was amazed at the 
sight that greeted her. 

“Son, you are almost drunk!” she 
exclaimed, “What is wrong?” 

I told her to let me alone, that I knew 
what | was doing. I felt happy, and as 
if we owned the whole block we lived in. 

The next morning, I bought a pint of 
white corn moonshine for 50 cents and, 
as | began to drink it, I again felt great 
and wise. I walked right up to Nada’s 
house and, instead of whistling for her 
to come out as usual, I rang the door- 
bell and walked right in. 

It must have been an embarrassing 
spectacle to watch. Before the whole 
family, | popped off about how I would 
marry Nada and take care of her. I was 
so intoxicated that I nearly fell over a 
couple of times when they led me back 
to the door. Then I committed the final 
blunder. Before I was ushered outside, 
I pulled Nada to me and kissed her pas- 
sionately right before everybody. It was 
my last kiss from Nada. 

Outside, the cold air began to bring 
home the realization of what I had done, 
but I sullenly told myself I didn’t care. 


I took one (Continued on Page 69) 
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— HEARTS are inevitable in 


Whether re- 


every teen-agers’ life. 












‘euperating from a terrific crush, or 
' nursing a secretly bruised heart, no one 


is properly prepared for the “big break” 
when it comes. 

Quarrels don’t always advertise the 
approaching finale of a courtship. Love 
ends abruptly, at times, but usually the 
side effects are just as embarrassing and 
painful. Just when everything is peaches 
and cream, and you're floating confi- 
dently on Cloud Nine, Cupid lowers the 
boom—and pfftt! Its all over but the 
crying. 

There is, another more 
gentle method called the “subtle let- 
down” which nevertheless is just as heart 
rendering and equally as_ effective. 
Avoid both if possible! When love does 
end, remember these little tips. 

After the initial shock try courageous- 
ly to pick up the pieces. When one’s love 
is spurned, the humiliating result is a 
fractured ego and a badly pickled pride. 
Neither is a pleasant sensation. 

Your first impulse is to hide. That’s 
fine, even the biggest, bravest lion has 
to take cover to lick his wounds and re- 


however, 


vamp his strategy before venturing out 
again. 
Now, 
and give vent to pent up emotions. The 
flood gates are open, let the tears flow! 
Anger is even better and sometimes 


in private, let your hair down 


more effective in replacing the “starch” 
in your deflated ego. Both are healthy 
signs and will help clear the atmosphere, 
so hole-up for a few days of recupera- 
tion. 

One word of warning in this step, 
don’t hibernate too long. It'll only make 
your coming social debut more difficult. 
Recluses are soon out of circulation and 
forgotten. 

After this semi-retirement, the time 
has come to bolster your defenses and 
meet the inquisitive eyes of the public. 
Your best strategy is a cool, detached 


Teen Talk 


By Jane 


Walters 


defense that dares to be questioned. 
Please, no hang-dog look, and beware 
the pitfalls of self-pity. Let pride be your 
armor and don’t weaken it with explana- 
tions. 

Keep your heartaches to yourself and 
don’t flaunt your wounded ego before 
sympathetic listeners. You'll regret it 
later. Keep a stiff upper lip though your 
next smile seems impossible, and re- 
member that mending a broken heart is 
not easy. 

Fill coming weekends with big plans 
and splurge if possible, on something 
new. Clothes are excellent morale boost- 
ers, and right now try every support 
available. 

Throw a 
your finances are low and by all means 
invite the culprit that started all this 
(the character that jilted you). 


“no-refreshments” party if 


Here’s where raw courage stands the 
test, and let’s hope you pass with flying 
colors. The purpose of your party is 
twofold: 


ing the public that you’re in circulation 


you are first officially inform- 


again, and secondly convincing this 
“creep” there’s still spunk in the old 
kid yet. 


Hide your feelings inside your Ivy 
League shirt and pass no information 
for gossip-mongers to pounce upon. 
They'll never know the intimate details 
unless you unveil them, so don’t. 

If you’re in luck prospective date bait 
will appear on the horizon. Accept all 
invitations offered and before you know 
it you’re on the road to recovery. 

Before long you'll meet your “ex” 
face to face quite suddenly. How you 
handle this meeting depends on your 
sense of maturity. A snub would be 
highly effective, but completely unnec- 
cessary. A pleasant smile, cool and 
reserved, coupled with a cheerful “hi” 
will show our Cassanova or Cleopatra 
that you only thought your heart was 


broken. 


“318 in 1 Day 
PART TIME! 


Reports REV. T. M. DIXON 
Exceptional Blair Dealer in Georgia - 
“I am a part-time Blair Dealer and 
have 175 satisfied customers. I have 
made $31.85 in a day and have been 
able to pay bills I owed.” 


FREE TRIAL PRODUCTS 
— - BIG Money! 


T’ll send you this big Sales Kit 
filled with full-size famous 
Blair Quality Products (re- 
tail value $2.95) for FREE 
TRIAL, to prove you can 
make good money, spare 
—, time or full time. Show 
0M friends, neighbors, every- 
one Blair Line of over 200 
household — (Flavorings, 
Foods, Cosmetics). Every home needs 
and uses every day. No experience needed! 


SEND NO MONEY—Rush Coupon! 


Don’t send a penny! Just mail coupon and I'll rush 
full-size products for FREE TRIAL, big Catalog of 
200 big profit Blair Home Needs and complete Money- 
Making Plans. Send Coupon below TODAY ! 


BLAIR, Dept. 14AR, Lynchburg, Va. 
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BLAIR, Dept. 14AR, Lynchburg, Va. | 


Please rush Full-Size Blair Quality Products for 
i 4 song TRIAL, plus Catalog and Money-Making i 
ans. 
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Easy to use Viscose Applications may 
heal many old leg sores due to venous 
congestion of varicose veins, leg swell- 
ing or injuries. Send today for a FREE 
BOOK and NO-COST-FOR-THE- 
TRIAL- 


N.T. VISCOSE COMPANY 
140 N. Dearborn St., Chicage 2, (inels 
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eee e Do You Want 


A HEAD OF HAIR 


that looks LOVELIER LONGER 
ESS Make 
2 Amazing 


Wi hh 


3-DAY 
TEST 
QUICK DOUBLE ACTION 


with Bernel’s Hair Cream 


1. It’s loaded with LANOLIN. Lubricates BRITTLE, 
BREAKING-OFF, SPLIT ENDS, euapecrh is sang 2. Won- 
derful thin hair, temple grooming — m: ge Small 
mount daily keeps HAIR SOFTER LOSSIER, 
LOVELIER LONGER. Adds beautiful 
highlights which is ga the main attrac- 
on of women with long lustrous hair. 
BE RNEL’S HAIR CREAM has delight- 
ful odor, NON-GREASY EFFECT. For 
all types hair 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE. 
Regular size $1.00. 
Large family size (6 oz.) $2.00. 
Postage extra if C.O.D. 


NELSON’S COSMETICS bept.r-2, 


Bex 104, G.P.0. New York 1,N.Y. __ 


Wee) 


if 
















CON GCS 


INTO DOLLARS! 
NEW songwriters, poets share $33 millions 
yearly. Songs Composed, PUBLISHED, 
Promoted. Appraisal, info FREE from... 


NORDYKE Music Publishers 
6000 Sunset, HOLLYWOOD 28T, Calif. 
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| LOST 45 POUNDS IN SIXTY DAYS 

You can, too, No hunger pills, No costly 
fad-diet foods, No exercises, Nothing me- 
chanical. Men and women alike start losing 
weight today. Naturesway, as much and 
as fast as you like. Send your name and 
address plus two dollars, cash or money 
order to King, P. O. Bex 41, 

Obie. Your Naturesway Plan will be sent 
by return mail. 
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COLORS acto wrsaee J 


SEND NO MONEY. Pay post- K ger. § $343 


man on delivery plus postage. 


Ellis Rand Co., 7348 Milwaukes Ave., Dept. 1583, Chicage 47, ll. 


Zebra-Snake Design 


REVERSIBLE AUTO SEAT COVERS 
Colorful SNAKE AND ZEBRA DESIGN +998 
on service duty Vinyl Plastic 

















ma ©6Waoter-preof. Tailored With Side 

os Grip Panels For Tight Fit. 

oa Sewn With NYLON Thread 

= For Long Wear. Simple To 

FSF install. Dress Up Your Car! 

10.DAY MONEY BACK GUAR. 
Sediee ee Or sent C.0.D. 

Choice OF SPLIT Or SOLID Front Seat Only $2.98. 

Complete, Set For Both Front & REAR ONLY $5.00. 


CRYDER SALES 
Dept. TT-90, Whitestone 57, N. Y. 














The Overweight Child 
Needs Help 


By Dr. Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics 


Northwestern University 


ICKNAMED “FATTY” at the age 

of five, Tony was burdened with 
almost 15 pounds of excess weight by his 
seventh birthday. Although he was not 
a school troublemaker, his classroom 
work was poor and his attention span 
limited. At home, he was frequently 
moody and sluggish. Because he tired 
so easily, Tony had difficulty in keeping 
up with his active young playmates. 

Tony’s case is not uncommon. Over- 
weight, in most instances, is not heredi- 
tary, but a self-made handicap. Un- 
fortunately, some parents are ignorant 
of nutritive food values and substitute 
quantity for quality. Or, if there is 
sibling rivalry or parental conflict, a 
child may overeat to satisfy a basic 
psychological need. But real or imagin- 
ary, the need must be recognized and 
satisfied. 

Remember that the overweight child 
is not necessarily a healthy one. Usually 
he is not. Weakened by excess pound- 
age, his is often more susceptible to 
winter colds and summer fatigue. Even 
school records show that in strength and 
endurance tests, the slender child ranks 
above the fat one at every age. 

“But my child is just naturally fat,” 
many mothers protest. “It runs in the 
family.” It may be argued that some 
children are naturally fat and have in- 
herited this tendency. But scientific evi- 
dence points out that fat children with 
fat parents inherit eating habits, not ex- 
cess weight. Even glands cannot be 
blamed. Few overweight children suffer 
from gland disorders but even these can 
be corrected with treatments. 

Fat children do not always “grow out 
of it.” The habit of overeating increases 
as they grow older. The vicious circle 
of overweight makes them eat more to 
compensate for feelings of inferiority 
and inadequacy caused by fatness. 
Many children overeat during meals in 


addition to indulging in fattening be- 
tween-meal snacks. If this is not 
stopped, the child faces an eating pattern 
which is hard to change. But few chil- 
dren are able to cope with the weight 
problem alone. 

When he reaches his teens, social 
problems increase almost as fast as the 
pounds pile up. The fat teen-ager feels 
out of place, especially among his slim 
contemporaries. Held back from normal 
activities, the too-plump teen has a so- 
cial as well as psychological setback dur- 
ing this formative stage. 

The responsibility lies with the parent. 
There are many ways to prevent a child 
from “tubby” tendencies or to stop his 
pattern of overeating if he is in danger 
of becoming overweight. The first step 
is sound medical advice. Consult a doc- 
tor about appropriate weight and diet 
for your child. Never attempt a “home- 
made” diet unless you know the basic 
food elements for growth. 

Help him to understand that over- 
weight is a handicap, mentally and phys- 
ically. Discuss the health aspect as well 
as the importance of physical appear- 
ance. He will then learn to appreciate a 
good diet and the need for it. 

Satisfy his sweet tooth with cakes, 
candy and pudding made with sugar 
substitutes. Understand that food quan- 
tity is as important as quality. Use a 
calorie chart and keep it on hand for 
easy reference. Show him how to use it. 

Reward the overweight child’s dieting 
efforts. Satisfy his need for companion- 
ship, group approval or whatever it was 
that caused him to “console” himself 
with overeating in the first place. Help 
him to keep records of weight loss and 
try to make dieting as much like a game 
as possible. Both little boys and girls 
need health and happiness but the fat 
child seldom has either one. 
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ALLOWEEN IS AN EXCITING NIGHT of fun and frolic, of 
MAKE treats for lucky merrymakers, or tricks for the unprepared. Black HOME SERVICE 
cats and witches, clowns and ghosts are on the prowl hatching up MAGAZINE 
mischievous doings or searching for good things to eat. 
After the hilarious activity of soaping windows and chasing imagi- 
OUR nary spooks, appetites are soaring and food becomes an important . 
item. So fill the cider mugs and hot chocolate cups, bring out the doughnuts, polish the apples and get 
ready for a rollicking evening of miniature night- raiders. 
(WN As a welcome sign, turn on the porch light. And the kiddies will come piling in impersonating characters 


from their world of make-believe. Part of the fun is the surprise element in hiding 
behind a costume with an appreciative audience to share the suspense. 
For a clever, inexpensive gimmick, make containers out of paper cups. See 


TRICK-OR-TREAT FW ee 


Costumes, snacks and party games can 
take the horror out of Halloween by keep- 
ing the kids out of the night's mis ief. 













-HALLOWEEN 


| 
| 


Cogtuming 


Complete with magic slipper, Cinderella is 
ready for action while awaiting the arrival 
of her Prince Charming. Price: $2.98. 


A group of mysteriously masked and cos- 
tumed Halloween characters plan their ac- 
tivities for a gay night of make-believe. 
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ev GAIETY calls for a picturesque costume and a mysterious mask 

before joining the party parade of witches, goblins and spooks for their annual 
prowl. Whether it’s homemade or store-bought, a costume is a “must” for this busy 
night of make-believe that turns angelic little girls into wicked witches and mis- 
chievous boys into dashing leopards or comical clowns. 

Dressing up for the nightly creep is more fun than a barrel of monkeys, but 
should be carefully supervised by parents. Make certain that the child’s costume 
is as safe as possible. Check to see that it’s fire-proof, easy to get into and fastens 
securely to prevent tripping accidents. 

Magic-minded tots look forward to changing their identity in costumes that might 
normally frighten them any other time of the year. But on this particular occasion, 
it gives them a daring sense of adventure and makes them more impish than ever. 
It’s usually a good idea to let youngsters select their own regalia for these outings, 
with only a brief word of advice from adults. 

Ten-cent stores and department stores carry a large variety of inexpensive cos- 
tumes keyed to suit the imagination of youngsters. TAN’s light-weight cotton Hal- 
loween costumes are by Ben Cooper, and available in small, medium and large sizes. 


To complete the costume look, this gay 
parader wears a over-all leopard outfit with 


matching hood, mask. Price: $1.98. 


Dressed as a mischievous clown, this fun- 
bent reveler already has a bushel of tricks 
up his funny sleeve. Price: $2.98. 

























aa Re pest PE 
Lots of bewitching is in store for this 
happy-go-lucky witch with the three-piece 
outfit of skirt, cape and cap. Price: $1.98. 


‘ Pgs x a A Ha 


Core and peel apples. Cook in flavored, tinted syrup until tapioc 
tender. Cool. Decorate with candy, garnish with salad greens. tg 





Crisp and crunchy doughnuts together with cider, fruits and nuts rate high with 
Halloween merrymakers. Make them at home and serve plain or sugar coated with cider. 


x 


For a quickie, inexpensive treat, whip up a devil’s food cake mix and cover with a rich orange frosting. Decorate with 
thin chocolate peppermint patties and mark each pattie with a hobgoblin face, using the orange frosting. 





Niessen BE gala goings-on this 

Halloween night, especially around 
the refreshment table. Whether you ride 
a broom, travel in a golden pumpkin 
carriage, or skip along on foot, head 
in the direction of a party. This is an 
exciting occasion, and one that calls for 
a party crammed to the brim with fun, 
food and merrymaking. 

Here’s a chance to give full play to 
an active imagination and please the 
youngsters. Fill the parlor with the 
“trick-or-treat” crowd, and offer up a 
series of humorous games for extra en- 
tertainment. 

Party eats should be plain, simple and 
tapioca pudding is decorated with raisins, cinnamon candies. bountiful to appease prowling pranksters 
w= — as and party-crashers who'll get a special 

oe HS va thrill out of an old-fashioned apple- 
dunking, corn-popping party. Plan the 
menu around several favorite treats 
played up with a deft, new touch. 

For example, accentuate the piquant 
flavor of cider with stick cinnamon and 
serve with jolly, fat Jack O’Lantern 
cookies. Or team a tasty salad with siz- 
zling “witch-burgers.” Don’t forget the 
apples, crisp, red and shiny, they’re at 
home at any party. Eat them plain or 
candied and rolled in frosty coconut. 

Popcorn balls are extra delicious for 
this occasion. They’re also easier to han- 
die than buttered popcorn which can be- 
come a serving problem. There’s fun 
for all ages at a lively Halloween party, 
so invite all the folks (little demons and 
angels) in for a rollicking good time. 


Easy to make and so much fun to serve, these grinning “jacks” made of hollowed-out 
orange shells are filled with an orange gelatin combined with diced orange sections. 


vs ers 
For something special give popcorn balls a different Halloween personality. Make the syrup that holds them together out 
of unsulphured molasses, sugar and butter. For easy serving wrap balls in cellophane or waxed paper. 








r-treat baskets for Halloween are 
from 5-ounce size paper cups. Use 
ontrasting plastic tape for faces. 


TRICK- 


NNING A Halloween party for the 
To them it’s an exciting ad- 
with mysterious surprises and 
nents. But for parents, children’s 
are often an expensive undertak- 
hen Johnny and Jane invite a 
crop of hungry neighborhood 
to share the fun, the cost of 
oars upward. Any trick that 
es overhead expenses is wel- 
nd one of the most clever addi- 
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Make small holes on both sides of paper 
cups. Slip in 12-inch strip of one-half inch 
wide ribbon, tie at top for double handle. 


SS SMS reer oa 





2a 
Tie separate bows, using same ribbon and 
attach bow to each cup handle. The cups 
are ready to be filled with assorted candies. 


R-TREAT BASKETS 


tions to the economical “do-it-yourself” 
theme is homemade Halloween favors. 

With little Halloween 
trick-or-treat baskets are fashioned out 
of simple paper cups, personalized with 
bits of plastic tape and pertly finished 
off with pretty ribbon handles. The 
humorous faces give baskets an impish 
Jack O’lantern quality that fits in with 
the party and never fails to captivate and 
fascinate young children. When filled to 


know-how, 


the brim with goodies, the pleasure is 
doubled. 

Share party preparations with other 
family members. Supplied with colorful 
ribbon, paper cups and contrasting plas- 
tic tape, they can be very artistic in 
creating their own designs. The party 
cups will make ideal take-home sou- 
venirs for avid collectors who can use 


them later for knickknack containers. 


lren as willing co-workers, trick-or-treat baskets are completed in short order. Cups are filled with Halloween candies 
sither as party favors or passed out to visiting marauders. Use of paper service is a big time-saver and a gay addition to 
tivities. Serve with doughnuts and hot chocolate. For larger or smaller baskets, cups of various sizes may be selected. 











Men We Women 


with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 






















































‘Ups . effe 
‘a Raveen’s new scientific formula 
works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 
> is 
her 
ful 
as- : 
If you’ve been looking and 
In looking for something that would 
rty glorify your hair and give it 
ou- more beautiful and glamorous 
ise appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
rs. answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 
helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 
with shining billows of 
long, lustrous hair you've 
always wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
4 yourself to try RAVEEN on 
S our generous no risk offer. 
Mail coupon for no risk offer! 
CROTON ORONO GT wo ne) ee en eee 
S| RAVEEN pept. 1-10 i 
##loneyv back guarantee | 1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. 1 
: , | Please send me RAVEEN at once on your guaranteed no i 
Try RAVEEN according to direc- § risk offer. i 
tions. If not completely satisfied, re- (J! enclose $1.20 (0 Send C.O.D. plus postage ff 
turn unused portion of jar and full siaiad i 
s purchase price will be immediately a 
0 refunded. | Address : 
<a i City State. . 
Ls neni 
47 








a0 THEUL hair-styling is by no means 


limited to the young in vears. Gray hair 


I 









is quite striking and can be attractively styled. 

Mart with a basic cut given by a qualified 
beautician. This is an important step for a 
well groomed. manageable coiffure. Too many 
eurls give a frowzy look that is to be avoided 
TAN = hair style for gray hair was created by 
Charles B. Elam of the Charles Salon of Hain 
Design. Washington. 1). C. 


GRAYING HAIR 





Memmi stile shows alluring softness of the waves 
meutts. which is a lovely cotthure tor the middle-aged 


ieand one she can easily car: 










BB styled. it looks 
and fine. it will be 
Seat di ship the 




























After the shampoo, hair is highlighted 
with @ natural gray tint. It is partially 
dried, leaving it damp. A light cream is 
applied and hair is curled, sprayed with 
set lotion, and put up in pincurls for ten 
minutes. Comb hair and arrange. 
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OR THE FASHION-CONSCIOUS 

woman, autumn is one of the most 
exciting seasons of the year. New fall 
colors and fabrics, available in a variety 
‘of styles, offer a welcome change after 
ithe rainbow of pastel cottons worn dur- 
ing the long hot summer months. Un- 
Hortunately, this new season tempts the 
feminine shopper to try “one of every- 
thing” to achieve that well-dressed “New 
Look.” 

But the woman who is a slave to fash- 
jon is the unhappy extreme of one who 
ignores it. Adaptability is the trick for 
' selecting a becoming and inexpensive 
fall wardrobe. Since last year’s dress is 
basically very much in style, you should 
not have to start from the beginning. 
Especially if you were a careful buyer 
‘last year. 
| The good “basic” suit or wool dress is 
most adaptable. It’s the fashion with a 
'future—plus or minus accessories— 
which adds up to the smartly dressed 
woman. She’s the one who always looks 
right because she knows she’s dressed 
‘appropriately, no matter what the occa- 
‘sion. If the fashion world dictates the 
| wearing of a flaming red sheath—while 
| she hates red and is much too hippy for 
‘tight skirts—she’ll wear a full-blown 
| red rose or other red accessories and her 
‘skirt will be slightly flared instead. 
Adaptability makes fashion work for 
_~you. 
| Accessories can make or break a cos- 
'tume. The demure white collar or the 
fur one, the pearls (in ropes and bibs) 
'and the multitude of silk and chiffon 
| scarves are all an important part of the 
| fashion picture. But beware of overdo- 
ing it. Dangling earrings and a pearl 
| Tope and a flower and a pin is just too 
' much. Alone, each accessory lends its 
| own personality to the dress; the mix- 
| ture of accessories only makes for con- 
- fusion. 

Shoes are both functional and fash- 
‘ionable but essentially, they should 

flatter the foot. For the large foot, the 
‘simple pump with a medium to high heel 


makes the foot appear smaller and more 


graceful. Save the fancy footwear for | 
evening. The “tricky” shoe with elab- | 


orate bows and other ornaments should 
be worn only with the dressier after- 
noon or evening costumes. Elaborately 
embroidered or rhinestone studded black 
mesh hosiery is strictly for after dark. 

One fashion fact most women ignore 
is the importance of coordinated hosiery 
in their wardrobe. For smart grooming, 
stockings and costume should harmon- 
ize. Delicately feminine, seamless hose 
with reinforced toe and heel go well with 
sling or shell pumps. 

When you let a hat go to your head, 
make sure it’s the right hat for you. 
Take your time if you want to choose a 
hat which flatters instead of flutters. 
This is the season of the furry hat, but 
if you want to avoid that top-heavy look, 
choose a fur style which is less extreme. 
Hat styles should also complement your 
winter coat. And remember to survey 
the total hat picture in a full length 
mirror. You'll be surprised at the dif- 
ference it makes! 

The basis of every good wardrobe is 
the foundation garment. The right type 
of bra and girdle are often the biggest 
secret of a pleasing figure. Mismatched 
black slips under transparent white 
blouses are taboo—if in doubt, wear a 
white slip and bra, never mix colors. 
Elbows and the back of the neck require 
special attention for that well-scrubbed 
look which even the smartest of dresses 
fails to hide. Use a scrub brush and cold 
cream for these essential areas. 

You’ve analyzed the latest fashion 
magazines, bought the right foundation 
garments and now you're ready to buy. 
But resist the impulse to buy that chic 
green wool with the empire waistline un- 
less you’re convinced that it’s the way 
you want to look. And when you try it 
on, wear the right shoes to get the cor- 
rect effect. Don’t look for the extreme 
fashion unless you’re sure you can wear 
it. It’s you who wants to be remember- 
ed, not your dress! 








Send A Copy 


To Your Friends 


. . . without charge 


EBONY 
1820 So. Michigan Ave. 
Chicago 16, Illinois 


Please send a free copy of EBONY 
with my compliments to the persons 
listed below: 


(] If possible send the October issue. 
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I'l! Send You This Handsome 


~aN\ FREE | | 
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$3000" DAY! 


You can make plenty of EXTRA CASH for yourself, 
in spare time or full time, with this big, —_ 
FR E E tailoring Sample Case packed with 100 beau- 
tiful, big-value suit and overcoat samples. Just show 
the samples and last-minute styles to irs eye — 
rkers, others. Take their orders for made- 
ire clothes—and pocket BIG CxSHT ‘PROFITS 
ivance. No experience, no tailoring knowledge 
-and no money needed, ever. Wesupply every- 
g FREE—sample case, sample suitings, equip- 
ment, instructions. Start making money first day! 
Your Personal Suits without 1¢ Cost! 

en men see the fine fit, quality and value of our suits— 
I TH EY ORDER! So we make it easy for you to get your 
wn personal suits and overcoats without pay: even 





1e penny. Don’t wait! Rush the coupon below w our 
lame address, and age for your FREE SAMPLE 
ASE—Today! 


PROGRESS TAILORING CO. 
500 S. THROOP STREET, DEPT. P-364+ CHICAGO 7, iLL 
Pneepuse TAILORING CO., Dept. P -364 1 
00 S. Threop Street, Chicago 7, Illinois H 
Please rush ABSOLUTELY FREE the valuable Sam ley 

ase with suit fabrics and style ope. Include 
tructions, money-mak plans and details for getting! 
wn suits without paying one cent. 4 
bi 











Setentif! 
4A NOW! x, 14 My, vou'ck Cine. Sresent 
TREE book. “EARNING POWER IN DIESEL” 


UTILITIES ENGINEERING INSTITUTE, Devt.OcH- 9 











_2821 Snefticié Ave., Chicage 14, itt. 
FOR THE 


WOMAN 
WHO 
WANTS A BABY 


Doctor's Invention Gives New Help 


Any woman now gets her own special dave when she will 
be most likely to Become gnant—with a Doctor’s won- 
derful invention called ADVIS-A- GUIDE. "Because ADVIS. 
A-GUIDE (which is a purse-size au error yaw 
shows you our own Special days when you are mest tl 
to be fertile. Most important—these fertile days of 
yours are the onty days when you wi most likely to con- 
ceive achild. And you get these sj ‘al fertile days of yours 
easily and simply when you use ADVIS- A-GUIDE. B Bestof all 
Doctors and the Church ap recommended 
ADV!S-A-GUIDE principle. cay women hoveteld une thelr 
ADVIS-A-GUIDE has helped make their married life a 
very happy time. It can do as much for you because you get 
it with 100% Just send me your 
name an d address with 25e in coins or stampe. When postman 
rs your ADVIS-A-GUIDE— sent you in a plain package 














marked er rsonal and apg: 2 with simple instructions— pay 
on ly $1 lus posters on this 100% 

te vour ADV ‘A-GUIDE for10 days. If youare 4 

rpletely satistied— “. ta are not delighted with the w: 

helps u in your marriage relations — return it to me. p+ 
send your full purchase price right back to roe by air- 
mail. (You can seve 42e¢ postage by sending full price of 
$2 in cash or money order or check when you write to me. 


Because then I pay all postage.) Write me 3 
Mrs. J. L. Fredericks, Director, Dept.SO6 
BIRTH RESEARCH CO., 1000 6th Ave., New York 18, N.Y. 


50 








N MEMPHIS, a tipsy thief stole a melon from a grocery store, was arrested 
later when he returned to throw it at the grocer because it had a bad spot in it. 


* * * 


In Long Beach, Calif., a housewife turned over the family TV set 
to her husband as part of a divorce settlement, explained to the 
judge: “I’ve been sitting watching it for four years now while he’s 
been playing around. So I guess it’s his turn.” 


* * * 
In Philadelphia, 43-year-old Abie Gibbs was sentenced to a year in prison be- 


cause, in addition to working nights and earning $19,000 between 1948 and 1955, 
he had been busy daytimes, collecting some $13,994 in welfare checks. 


* * * 
Near Paden, Okla., 64-year-old church deacon Eli Watkins decided 


to strike a blow for racial integration, burned down the $7,000 Negro 
school so its pupils would have to go to the white one. 


“ * * 


In Charlotte, N. C., 17-year-old Godfrey Crawford Jr. thumbed a ride after a 
car he had stolen broke down, was picked up by an obliging motorist—who hap- 
pened to be a cop. 


* * x 
In Washington, D. C., Mrs. Virginia Richardson filed suit for di- 
vorce from her husband, Charles, on grounds of desertion, explained 


that he left the house in 1950 to go to the cleaners and never came 
back. 


* * * 

In Niagara Falls, Ont., Mrs. Catherine Forbes stole 1,196 items from a YMCA 
kitchen, later told police: “I took the stuff so I could open my own grocery store.” 
* * * 

In Camden, Ala., 74-year-old Willie Pritchett grew tired of hauling 


cargo on a mule wagon, bought a truck, accidentally drove it into a 
ditch and killed himself. 


* * * 


In Memphis, David Cohen put up a sign in his store after some watches were 
stolen. The sign: “Dear Thief: The watches you stole are guaranteed for one year. 
If you have any trouble with them, bring them back.” 


* * * 
In Woodstock, Va., Oswald Cooper Jr. was arrested in the nude 


while driving a stolen pickup truck, explained he operated without 
any clothes “to avoid identification.” 
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WHAT'S YOUR OPINION? 


HERE'S 
A CHANCE 
10 CASH IN ON IT! 


ANT TO HAVE A HAND in put- 

ting together a national magazine? 
The editors of TAN invite you as a read- 
er to join us in producing the kind of 
magazine you like best. And, there’s 
money in it for you! 

In this and coming issues TAN will 
carry a Personal Opinion Poll form to 
be filled out by readers. After reading 
the stories and special features in this 
October issue, turn to the form 
(which will be listed each month on 
Table of Contents Page 4 under Special 
Features) and on 
stories -you liked best and why. Also, 
you may indicate which stories you 
liked least. If you want to give addi- 
tional opinion about the magazine or 
specific stories by attaching a letter, 
you may do so. 

The Personal Opinion Poll form, ap- 
pearing on this page, is easy to fill out, 
and for the most complete and helpful 
reply we receive, we will pay first prize 
money of $10 each month. The second 
best reply will receive a $5 prize, and 
there will be five third prizes of $2 each. 

Names and hometowns of the winners 
will be listed each month right on the 
Personal Opinion Poll form. 

Remember, the honesty, frankness and 
completeness of your opinion will be the 


it indicate which 


key factors in your winning one of the 
cash prizes. The poll is open to every- 
one but employees of Johnson Publish- 
ing Company, and you may enter as 
many different contests as you like. 

Entries should be mailed to TAN 
Magazine, Personal Opinion Poll, 1820 
South Michigan Avenue, Chicago 16, 
Illinois. The deadline for entries will be 
the first of each month following the date 
the magazine goes on sale. For instance, 
the deadline for receiving entries in the 
Personal Opinion Poll for this issue of 
TAN is September 1. That’s all there is 
to it. Just fill out the form and you are 
on your way toward winning cash. 


PERSONAL OPINION POLL 


CASH PRIZES FOR YOUR OPINION 
FIRST PRIZE $10 SECOND PRIZE $5 FIVE THIRD PRIZES, EACH $2 
When you have read all the stories and articles in this issue of TAN, please fill in the 


form below. In addition, you may use a letter to tell us your opinion if you need more 
space. Your opinion will help us greatly in giving you the stories you like best. 





Please check the space to the left of the one phrase which best answers the question: 
1. Did you read Are Negro Women Eating Themselves to Death? 


[] No [] Part of it [) All of it 
It was [] Good [] Fair [] Poor 


2. Did you read The Secret? [] No [] Part of it 
[] All of it It was [[]Good ([] Fair [_] Poor 
3. Did you read Two-Timing Husband? [] No-_ [] Part of it 
[] All of it It was []Good ([] Fair [] Poor 
4. Did you read Child Bride? [] No’ [] Part of it 
[] All of it It was [] Good [J Fair [] Poor 
5. Did you read ‘I’m Just A Crazy, Mixed-Up Kid’? 
[] No [] Part of it [] All of it 
It was [] Good [] Fair [] Poor 
6. Did you read | Drove Him To Sin? [J] No_ [ Part of it 
[] All of it It was [[]Good [J Fair [-] Poor 
7. Did you read Not Good Enough For Her? 
[] No [] Part of it [] All of it 
It was [] Good [] Fair [] Poor 
8. Did you read Why Good Girls Go Wrong? 
[] No [J Part of it [] All of it 
It was [] Good [] Fair [] Poor 
9. Did you read Masquerade For Love? [] No [] Part of it 
[] All of it It was [[]Good ([] Fair [] Poor 
10. Did you read | Lived In Another World? 
[] No [] Part of it [] All of it 
It was [] Good [] Fair [] Poor 





Please tell us which story you liked best in this issue, which you liked second 
best, and which you liked third best, listing them in order below. 








The following information helps us understand our readers better. 
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Child Bride 


(Continued from Page 18) 


tendance officers around to close down the 
hool, and that’s when the trouble started. 
The Islamites barred the doors and fought 
off the intruders. Several of our men were 
hurt in the riot and many were taken to 
jail. The case made headlines and the 
children of the imprisoned men were 
tossed right in the middle of the contro- 
versy. It was then that I began to have an 
inkling that we were a people apart. 
From the newspaper accounts it was 
lear that no one had made an honest at- 
tempt to understand what Islam was all 
ibout. Briefly, this is what it was: 

[slam was not a “back to Africa” move- 
ment, although one of the papers reported 
that it was the same thing as the Marcus 
Garvey movement in new guise. It was a 
true religious order, based on the Koran 
and principles of Mohammed. Allah was 
our God, Mohammed Bey was his prophet 
in this country, and our Holy City was 
Mecca, in Arabia. During the worst phase 
of the Depression, true Islamites refused 
to go on relief, register with Social Secur- 
ity, or have anything to do with official gov- 
agencies. They dropped their 
last names like Smith, Jones, and Williams, 
because they were names given to Allah’s 
chosen people when they were brought to 
S. as slaves by the “Caucasian 


ernment 


devils.” 

We were forbidden to eat pork and 

men were required to wear turbans and 
long dresses to hide their hair and legs. 
lhere were special rituals for eating, for 
worship, for burials—and for marriage, 
is | soon found out after the release of my 
father, Sheik Ali, from jail. It was just a 
few days after his arrest and none of the 
family were prepared for his unexpected 
homecoming. 

Father appeared in the doorway sudden- 
ly, his pointed beard thrust out grimly. 
My brother leaped to his feet. 

‘Sholem aleichem,” he said, touching 
his heart, his lips, then his forehead with 
s fingers and bowing. 

\ly father returned the greeting, then 
went to the altar that set against the east 
wall of our living room, knelt and bowed 
low three times toward Mecca. Then he 
joined us around the table to answer our 
excited questions about his experiences. 

Bah! These Caucasian devils are 
fools!” he said, his beard quivering with 
rage. “They cannot crush Islam. With 
\llah on our right side and the prophet 
Mohammed Bey on our left, they will be 
struck down like dogs.” 

Will they close the University, father?” 
my brother asked anxiously. 

Father shook his head and the tassel 


on his fez swung like a pendulum. “They 


top the work of the true faith,” he 


declared. “Right now the Prophet Bey is 
preparing to spread the word to Philadel- 
phia, Kansas City, and Chicago.” 

His stern face broke into a kindly smile 
as he turned to my sister and me. “Did 
you miss me while I was away?” he asked. 
He put his hand on my head. “And you, 
Karen, were you a good girl?” 

He took me on his lap. “The Prophet 
has honored this house,” he announced 
with pride. “He has chosen little Karen 
as his fourth bride!” 

I heard my mother stifle a gasp of hor- 
ror. She was a mild little woman, who 
accepted her inferior status in true Islam 
fashion. But she was not as fanatical as 
father, having been converted only just be- 
fore their marriage. Although she never 
questioned his authority, I knew that some 
of our beliefs went against the grain of 
her strict Baptist upbringing. One of them 
was polygamy, although it was not as wide- 
spread as the newspapers later made it ap- 
pear. Only the Prophet and one or two 
of the sheiks, or priests in the temple, had 
more than one wife. 

To my childish mind, there was nothing 
wrong in the honor bestowed on me. In 
fact, I boasted of the coming event to 
some of the 10-year-olds I played with in 
disobedience to my father’s orders. It may 
have led to the police raid on the temple 
the night of the ceremony. Or perhaps it 
was the human sacrifice that was said to 
have been made that night. 

I recall my mother’s silent tears as she 
helped prepare me for the ritual. Like any 
normal little girl, I was more concerned 
with the attention I was getting and thrill- 
ed over the bright red silk robe the wom- 
en of the temple draped around me. 
Mother bore it all in tight-lipped silence, 
but when the attendants got ready to clip 
off my long braids—the ceremony for all 
females over 12 or at marriage “to cut 
out vanity from their hearts’”—she broke 
down. To her, I was still a child, her child, 
not the promised bride of the all-powerful 
Prophet. But the attendants lifted me from 
her arms, gently but firmly, and began to 
wrap a turban around my shorn locks. 


T LAST it was time. I was accom- 
panied into the main hall of the temple 
by six robed women. It was lighted by 
seven huge candelabra, each bearing seven 
long white candles. Perfumed smoke from 
an incense burner made the air sweet and 
thick. On the platform, standing in the 
glare of a concealed spotlight, was the 
Prophet, Mohammed Bey—my future hus- 
band. 
He was a tall, gaunt man, with flashing 
eyes and a beard like my father’s. He 
wore a red fez, like all the other men, and 


a dazzling white robe. On each side of him 
were seven sheiks, and above and behind 
them was the flag of Islam, blood red, with 
a yellow star and crescent. 

I was led to the altar and told to knee] 
on a cushion placed on the floor below, 
Back of me, on one side of the hall sat the 
women and children. An aisle separated 
them from the men and older boys. My 
father came down from the platform and 
stood on my right. Then another sheik 
read from the Koran, the translation the 
Prophet had handed down. They led me 
up to Mohammed and placed my hand in 
his, then we all faced east and recited a 
prayer to Allah. 

Shortly afterwards, all the women were 
dismissed and my mother, red-eyed and 
puff-cheeked, took me home. What hap. 
pened after that, I don’t know for sure. 
My father and brother never discussed it, 
but once again Islam was destined to make 
newspaper headlines, much the same kind 
as those in 1932. In that year on Novem. 
ber 21, an Islamite priest named Robert 
Karriem built an altar in his home and 
convinced his roomer, John J. Smith, that 
he would become “the Savior of the world” 
if he offered himself up as a human sacri- 
fice. Nine o’clock that morning, Karriem 
plunged a knife into Smith’s heart. The 
next day, the Detroit Times reported: 

An Asiatic trend among Negro dole 
recipients of the Elmwood district, 
noted at the time as a passing whim, 
today came back with horror to two 
women welfare workers on learning 
that the fanatical Robert Harris 
[Karriem’s “slave” name] had _ in- 
tended them for human sacrifice as in- 
fidels . . . Harris stated to the police 
that each of these was a “no-good 
Christian,” and that they would have 
been sacrificed if he knew where he 
could have found them. 

And once again, right after my “mar- 
riage” to Mohammed Bey, the same kind 
of stories circulated. But I could never 
bring myself to believe that my father was 
involved in anything as revolting as that. 
Beneath his stern exterior he was a good 
man, a man who had strange beliefs per- 
haps, but was sincere in everything. Even 
giving his daughter in marriage to a man 
thirty years her senior was neither illegal 
nor immoral in his eyes. Millions of be- 
in Mohammedanism in Arabia, 
Africa, and parts of India, my father used 
to point out, had the full quota of four 
wives permitted by the Koran, the holy 
writ. 

Yet, whatever happened that fateful 
night after the women and children were 
cleared from the temple stirred up a vir- 
tual hornets’ nest of trouble and notoriety. 
My father and brother came rushing home 
shortly after midnight, their eyes blazing 
with the almost fanatical religious fenzy 
the cult seemed to generate in most of its 
followers. My father curtly announced 
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two of us played a little game. Each 
morning I would arrive at school early, 
run into the girls’ dressing room and 
change into one of my new dresses and 
take off my turban. All day I'd be just 
like all the other girls. After school, I’d 
reverse the process and go home. 

This continued for two years until my 
graduation, and even after that Miss Dob- 
bins remained my friend. I'll always be 
grateful to her for opening up a new side 
of life to me. Meanwhile, father had a 
hard time opening up the temple. But at 
last he was able to get a vacant lodge hall 
on 5lst street and my religious life was 
resumed. As the wife of our absent Proph- 
et, my presence was required at nearly 
every meeting but because of my new in- 
terests the ceremonies were now boring 
and my attendance was just routine. 

Then, a new member joined the temple 
and overnight my 17-year-old heart was 
caught up in a whirlpool of conflicting 
emotions. The membership had been grow- 
ing steadily once the temple was set up. 
Most of the converts were middle-aged 
men and women who were disillusioned 
with more conventional religions. 

But one Wednesday evening the temple 
guards entered the hall with a young man 
who looked like anything but a seeker 
after the true faith. I watched as he joined 
half a dozen other new members up front 
and went through the ritual of joining. He 
was tall and broad-shouldered, and his 
handsome face wore a grim expression, as 
if he were intent on the proceedings. Now 
and then he stole surreptitious glances 
around and I assumed he was curious 
about his surroundings. Once he half 
turned and gazed at the women’s section 
and for a brief moment our eyes met. 
Then he settled down and concentrated on 
the welcome my father was extending to 
the newcomers. 


FTERWARDS, as I stood in the corri- 

dor waiting for the rest of my family, 
the newcomer appeared in the door and 
peered around as if searching for someone. 
He saw me and smiled. My pulse quick- 
ened as I saw him start toward me. His 
first name was Ralph, and like all the 
others, his last name had been changed to 
“X”, a symbol to replace his “slave” name 
until the Prophet returned to give him a 
Moslem name. 

“Sholem aleichem,” I said, wondering 
how his frank interest in me appeared to 
the others standing around. But no one 
was paying any attention to us. 

He returned my greeting and stood 
shifting from one foot to the other. I 
judged him to be about 21 or 22 and I 
wondered how he happened to become 
intrested in Islam. 

“Tt’s a long story,” he said in answer to 
my question. “Maybe if I walk you home 
I can tell it to you, or part of it anyway.” 

I knew it was madness to even think 


about becoming friendly with this hand. 
some stranger, but his friendly smile and 
something in his eyes compelled me to nod 
my head in agreement. Making sure that 
no one observed me, I hurried to the door 
and went down the steps. Ralph clattered 
after me. “Whew! You sure got out of 
there in a hurry!” he exclaimed when he 
caught up with me outside. 

“I—I didn’t want my father to see,” | 
explained. “He might object, since you 
just joined us.” 

As always, I was keenly aware of the 
curious stares from passersby as we walk- 
ed down the street, but this time my em- 
barrassment was due to my companion. It 
was the first time I’d ever been alone with 
a man and the thought made me blush. 
It was my first “date”! 

“T don’t even know your name,” he said, 
half turning as we walked so he could 
look down into my face. 

I kept my eyes averted. “My name is 
Karen. You—you said you would tell me 
why you decided to accept the true faith,” 
I reminded him. 

“Oh, that! Maybe that was just an ex- 
cuse to be with you. You know, you're a 
darned attractive girl!” 

“T don’t know what to say,” I stam- 
mered, trying to fight down the strange 
sensation that stole up the back of my 
neck and left it all tingly. “No one ever 
talked to me like that before.” 

“Well, it’s about time someone did!” 

“Please—! Tell me about yourself,” I 
insisted. 

“Nothing much to tell. I read about 
Islam in the weekly newspapers and de- 
cided I’d see what it was all about. The 
stories I read didn’t tell too much about 
it.” 

“Those stories were all lies!” I told 
him heatedly. “We’re not monsters. We 
just want to be left alone to live accord- 
ing to our beliefs.” 

“Then—if the true story could be told, 
maybe more people would understand 
your—our—point of view,” he said reflec- 
tively. “Anyway, Karen, I want to know 
all about Islam—and you!” 

We walked in silence until we reached 
my house. I said a hasty goodbye and 
rushed inside. I drifted off to sleep that 
night still puzzled by my inability to put 
out of my mind the way Ralph had affected 
me. I was tormented by the new emotions 
stirring deep in my heart. 


R ALPH AND I were able to snatch 

many memorable moments together 
in the weeks that followed. But it was on 
the day I made one of my occasional visits 
to Miss Dobbins that my eyes were opened 
and [| discovered that I had fallen hope- 
lessly in love. 

Miss Dobbins lived a safe distance away 
from the section where most of the Islam- 
ites had settled, so when she invited me 
for a short walk, I gladly accepted. I was 
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wearing one of her dresses she had given 
me, and as I caught glimpses of the two 
of us in the store windows we passed, I 
pretended we were sisters out for a stroll. 
And from the appreciative glances that 
came our way I knew that we made a 
striking pair. 

Suddenly I heard my name being called 
out and my heart froze with fear. Had 
someone from the temple seen and recog- 
nized me? “Friend of yours?” Miss Dob- 
bins asked, looking back over her shoul- 
der. 

I followed her gaze and nearly fainted 
with relief and surprise. It was Ralph! 

“Karen!” He rushed up and grasped my 
hand. “I was just—” The he saw my out- 
fit. His lips pursed in a silent whistle of 
amazement and he inspected me at arm’s 
length. “Why—you’re beautiful!” he said 
at last. 

“I’m glad you’ve found a friend who’s 
on the right side of fifty, Karen,” Miss 
Dobbins remarked, smiling her approval. 
“Especially one who seems to be so ap- 
preciative of your good qualities.” 

“I certainly am!” Ralph declared. 
“Especially when they’re not hidden.” 

I made the introductions, trying hard 
not to let my pleasure at their warm com- 
pliments go to my head. After a few mo- 
ments, Miss Dobbins gave me a knowing 
glance and said, “Well, I think this tired 
old schoolmarm will make a graceful 
exit.” 

I protested, and Ralph joined in, al- 
though only half-heartedly. My friend held 
up her hand and shook her head deter- 
minedly. “I’d only be in the way. Now, 
you two run along and enjoy yourselves. 
I'll see you back at the apartment, Karen.” 

Ralph and I looked at each other un- 
certainly. We both started to say some- 
thing at the same time, paused, then did it 
again, our words running together unin- 
telligibly. We had a good laugh over the 
mixup and somehow the hilarity released 
all the tensions that had been building up 
inside me. I felt an exhilarating reckless- 
ness walking along beside my new friend 
and my past with its restrictions and rigid 
rules no longer existed for me. I had never 
been to a movie, so Ralph insisted on tak- 
ing me. 

In the twilight dimness of the theater I 
marveled at the action unfolding on the 
silver screen, but even that miracle lost 
my interest when Ralph casually slipped 
his arm around my shoulder. A delicious 
tingle raced along the surface of my skin 
as he put his lips against my ear. His 
fingers twined into mine and I answered 
the questioning pressure of his clasp. 


THE EVENING sped by and soon it was 

time to return to Miss Dobbins’ place 
where I would change back into my own 
clothes. Like Cinderella being trans- 
formed back into her rags after the ball, 
I thought to myself wryly. Why couldn’t 
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[ be like other girls? I wondered. Why 
wasn’t I free to live like any other young 
person, free to accept the friendship of 
this likeable man who had come into my 
life, free to hope that friendship might 
grow into something deeper? 

But I was not only bound by the laws 
of a religion that denied me a normal life, 
but I was married. It did not matter that 
[ was a wife in name only, that I hadn’t 
seen my husband since that eventful night 
even years before. My dismal thoughts 
were interrupted by Ralph’s voice, repeat- 
ing something I hadn’t heard. “When am 
[ going to see you again?” 

“T don’t know, Ralph. Maybe never 

-alone.” 
‘But that’s crazy!” he burst out. “Even 
the people at the temple can’t object to two 
people falling in love.” He took me by the 
shoulders and peered deep into my eyes. 
“Or can they?” 

[ bit my lips in tearful frustration. How 
could I tell him there was no hope for us? 
The seed of passion he had planted in my 
breast would have to be crushed and torn 
out before it had a chance to grow and 
ripen into the love we both yearned for. 
Wordlessly, I turned and fled up the stairs 
to the apartment. He followed, two steps 
He reached out and trapped 
my hand before I could ring the bell. 

‘What is it, Karen?” His voice was 
low, but anxious in tone. “Darling—I 
don’t care what it is—your parents, the 
temple, anything! I’m going to keep on 
seeing you!” 

“T don’t know what to say,” I faltered. 
“Everything’s all mixed up.” 

‘There’s only one thing that counts,” he 
said gently, his arms encircling me, 
“This—!” 

That kiss—my first—sent passion seeth- 
ing through me like exploding fireworks. 
No words can describe the ecstatic wonder 
Ralph’s tender caresses aroused. I closed 
my eyes and felt myself grow weak. “I 
love you—I do!” I whispered fiercely. 

“That’s all I wanted to know!” His 
trembled with emotion, his eyes 
swept over my face like a phantom kiss. 
He kissed me goodnight and the sinking, 
hot and cold sensation started all 
over again. 

“I’m so happy for you, Karen,” Miss 
Dobbins said when I confessed that I’d 
fallen in love with Ralph. “He seems to 
be a nice fellow—just the kind for you. 
Maybe—” She put an arm around me in a 
friendly gesture. “Well, you know how I 
feel about the way you’ve been cooped up 
and ordered around all your life,” she con- 
tinued sympathetically. “Maybe your 
Ralph will take you away from all that.” 


again 


at a time. 


voice 


soaring 


6) NLY THEN did I remember what 
Ralph’s divine kisses had erased from 
my consciousness . . . I was already mar- 
Ignoring Miss Dobbins’ startled 
questions, | said goodbye and dashed out. 
I didn’t want her to see the tears that re- 
fused to be held back. 
The moment [ walked into the house, 
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I knew that something had happened. My 
mother was wringing her hands in silent 
anguish, while the others sat around look- 
ing in awe at the man sitting in the high- 
backed chair. It was Mohammed Bey, my 
husband! 

“The Prophet has returned, just as he 
said he would,” my father announced hap- 
pily. “He has come to claim his bride.” 

The room seemed to reel and [I stag- 
gered to a chair, a dull, empty ache where 
my heart once beat lightly. The Prophet 
stood up and slowly walked over to me, 
one hand behind his back and the other 
stroking his glistening black beard. Under 
shaggy brows, his little eyes gleamed with 
a frightening crafty light. I cowered un- 
der his leisurely inspection, wordlessly ap- 
pealing to my mother for help. She walked 
to me and put her arms around me pro- 
tectingly. Bowing to the Prophet and to 
my father, she asked that we be excused. 

I promptly broke down and cried once 
we reached the safety of my room. “My 
baby, my poor baby!” Mother moaned, 
cradling me in her arms and rocking back 
and forth. “What have they done to my 
baby?” 

I looked at her and to my tear-blurred 
eyes her face seemed kinder and more lov- 
ing than I’d ever known it could be. 
“I’m so unhappy!” I cried. I buried my 
face against her bosom and sobbed out 
the whole story—my friendship with Miss 
Dobbins, my meeting with Ralph, the dis- 
covery that I loved him. “What am I going 
to do?” I begged. “I'll never be the wife 
of the Prophet, even if I have to kill my- 
self!” 

My mother ran shaking fingers under 
her eyes and pressed her lips together in a 
grim expression. “This school teacher,” 
she asked, “Can you go to her for help?” 

I nodded my head emphatically, wonder- 
ing what she had in mind. She slipped 
out of the room and came back with a 
battered suitcase. “You’re going to your 
friend,” she said firmly. “Maybe she’ll 
help you get away—far away from here!” 

As we packed hurriedly I tried to thank 
her, to tell her what was in my heart. “I 
made my choice long ago,” she told me, 
“And I must live my own life. You deserve 
a chance to live yours the way you want.” 

She pressed some money into my hand 
and hustled me out to the kitchen. I threw 
my arms around her and kissed her good- 
bye. I had never really known my mother 
and now I had a sickening feeling I would 
never see her again. 

“If you marry that young man,” she in- 
structed me, “Make sure you find a good 
Baptist preacher! God bless you, Karen.” 

The next moment I was out the back 
door and making my way through alleys 
and side streets to Miss Dobbins’ house. 
Only later did it strike me that she had 
called upon God—not Allah—to bless 
MG s.5° 
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RALPH FOUND ME the next day. He 
told me he’d learned I’d run away 
quite by accident. A committee of men 


from the temple had visited him as part of 
the investigation of all new members, 
They were rather suspicious of Ralph and 
questioned him closely because someone 
had reported seeing him making photo. 
graphs in a car near the temple. Before 
they left, apparently satisfied with his ex. 
planation, one of the men let it slip that 
the Prophet’s wife was missing. Ralph had 
come to Miss Dobbins immediately after- 
wards. 

“But there’s something I’ve got to tell 
you, Karen.” he said, frowning. “Maybe 
you'll feel differently afterwards, but— 
well, I’m a newspaper reporter. I was as- 
signed to do a story on Islam.” 

The words dropped like cold stones on 
my heart. But the shock soon wore off. 
“Tr’ll be the right kind of article, darling,” 
he promised. “The people will get the 
truth, this time. Not a bunch of fantastic 
tales.” 

Miss Dobbins was maid of honor when 
Ralph and I got married. I wished with 
all my heart that my mother could have 
been there, but as she had warned me, 
from now on my life was mine to live. 
There could be no turning back. When the 
minister said, “You may kiss the bride,” 
Ralph swept me up with a happy smile. 
“Hello, Mrs. Arnold!” he whispered. This 
time his kiss was tender and full of rap- 
turous love and my heart expanded until 
it threatened to explode with longing for 
his caress. 

I had escaped from the invisible chains 
of Islam. But the end to that phase of my 
life was yet to come. Before Ralph could 
finish his article, the FBI swooped down 
on the temple and arrested virtually all the 
men connected with it. They were charged 
with evading the draft, since they had re- 
fused to register for Selective Service just 
as they had refused to sign up for relief 
or WPA during the depression. Once 
again, Islam made headlines. 

“What are we going to do?” I asked 
Ralph in despair. 

“I don’t know, darling—I’ll do what I 
can.” 

He went to the authorities and tried to 
explain that their religious beliefs were 
responsible for the violation, suggested 
that they be treated like other conscien- 
tious objectors. But the war spirit was ris- 
ing that September of 1942 and in court, 
the defendants insisted on proclaiming the 
beliefs that set them apart from a nation 
fighting for its existence. 

After the trial I tried to see my father 
and brother, but they sent back word— 
they knew no one named Karen Arnold. 
I had to be content knowing that Ralph 
and I had done all we could to help them. 

I don’t know where my family is now, 
nor whether Islam still flourishes as it did 
in the ’30’s and early *40’s. But wherever 
my mother is, whatever she is doing, I 
want her to know that I am living my life 
happily with the man I love. THE END 
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Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 10) 


weird stunts and concentrate on scream- 
ing. The contraption which gives with the 
blue smoke clouds blew up in his face 
while he was singing I Put A Spell On 
You. 
Gospel singer Clara Ward carts 
around her own tent (so big it seats 3,000) 
when playing ball parks and things on one- 
nighter tours. Packs it right in that $12,- 
000 custom-built Chrysler limousine which 
is so big it seats 12 and no crowding. 
David Samuels, member of the ex- 
clusive American Society of Magazine 
Photographers, is none other than versatile 
singing star Sammy Davis, Jr., who has 
become so proficient with the camera that 
he’s put his hobby to work and now has 
an agent making regular sales for him. 
Harry Belafonte’s younger brother 
has decided to get into the act. He’s writ- 
ten and recorded a sequel to Mama Looka 
Bu Bu. 
Jazz cats really turned out and 
helped Sarah Vaughan and the Count Basie 
band break all attendance records at New 
York’s Waldorf-Astoria. As a result the 
show was booked for a return stint which 
began two weeks after the end of their 
original six-week run—fastest come-back 
in the history of the Waldorf. 
Singer Ella Fitzgerald still isn’t 
speaking to one of her “fellahs” (Louis 
Pops Armstrong) since the big Jazz Fes- 
tival in which Ella was substituted in place 
of Pops regular gal, hefty Velma Middle- 
ton. For some reason, Pops couldn’t see 
the honor in dueting with Ella, instead of 
Velma, so as the First Lady stood on stage 
waiting to be introduced Pops announced 
the concert was over, everybody go home 
.. and 10,000 went. 
Mary Lou Williams, most noted of 
jazz pianists, has come out of retirement. 
Her return debut, with the Gillespie band, 
featured an original suite written especial- 
ly for Diz and his crew. 
Artist’s model Tina Marshall, who 
switched to hip-tossing a la Calypso style, 
then later switched to stripping at Min- 
sky’s Burlesque, has given up her home- 
land and has now switched to singing in 
Paris boites. 
Eartha Kitt will be her own pro- 
ducer for the movie version of her life 
story Thursday’s Child. The film will be a 
musical, starring, of course, Eartha Kitt. 
Fancy name-changer Abbey Lincoln 
(formerly Gaby Lee, Gaby Woolridge, 
Anna Marie Woolridge, et al.) has a new 
road manager. He’s J. Roy McCormicks of 
Los Angeles, who formerly worked with 
the Cotton Club Revue. 
Former Art Mooney vocalist Ocie 
Smith, now on his own as a popular singer, 
is pleasing listeners across the country. 
He’s something new in the present day 
crop of crooners. He’s got a voice and you 
can understand his lyrics. 
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$23 WEEKLY for wearing lovely 
dresses supplied to you by us. 
Just show Fashion Frocks to 
friends in spare time. No in- 
vestment, canvassing or experi- 
ence necessary. Fashion Frocks, 
Cincinnati, Ohio. 
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To Be Set To Music 
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Ged WANTS YOU 


To Be Really Happy! Are you facing difficult Prob- 
lems? Poor Health? Money or Job Troubles? Love or 
Family Troubles?. Are you Worried about someone 
dear to you? Is someone dear to you Drinking too 
Much? Do you ever get Lonely—Unhappy—Discour- 
aged? Would you like to have more Happiness, Suc- 
cess and “‘Good Fortune’”’ in Life? 

If you have any of these Problems, or others like 
them, dear friend, then here is wonderful NE 
NEWS of a remarkable NEW WAY of Prayer that 
is helping thousands to glorious NEW happiness and 
joy! Whether you believe in PRAYER or not, this re- 
markable NEW WAY may bring a whole NEW world of 
happiness and joy to you—and very, very quickly, too! 

So don’t wait, dear friend. You will surely biess this 
day—so please don’t delay! Just clip this Message 
now and mail with your name, address & 3¢ stamp 
to LIFE- STUDY FELLOWSHIP, Box 5210, ee 
Conn. We will rush this wonderful NEW Message of 
veer ER and FAITH to you by AIR MAIL absolutely 
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Why Good Girls Go Wrong 


(Continued from Page 31) 


minutes, wanted, needed, the receiver of a 
love and attention I could never get at 
home. Believe it or not, the money isn’t 
important at all.” 

But to a Louisville, Ky., scarlet sister 
who plied her trade to the delight of sex- 
starved soldiers from Fort Knox, her rea- 
sons were uncomplicated by sociological 
or economical considerations. She said: 
‘I’d go nuts if I had to sleep next to the 
same man night after night.” Then pop- 
ping her fingers and winking her eyes sug- 
gestively she brazenly added: “Remember 
this, square John, variety is the spice of 
life.” 

4 Los Angeles social worker cited the 
case history of a girl who got started down 


the primrose path of prostitution by join- 
ing a “V” girls club during World War II. 
She and the teen-age girls with whom she 


associated thought it patriotic to make 
sacrifices above and beyond the call of 
duty for lonesome servicemen in that area. 
At war’s end, however, the profit motive 
had replaced the patriotic. 

But when the “V” girls. went profession- 
al, their younger sisters were quickly con- 
scripted to serve in girl’s auxiliaries of 
tough teen-age gangs. One Harlem lady 
of easy virtue callously recalled the trag- 
edy which, she says caused her to go bad. 
“None of the boys and girls would speak 
to me for three months after I moved into 
the block because I refused to join the 
club. I felt very alone and I finally broke 
down and joined. The initiation required 
that the new girl take on every male mem- 
ber in the club. It wasn’t hard to be like 


this after that.” 

Still, a large number of girls, particular- 
ly from the major cities, are lured into 
“the life’ by “pimps” and playboys with 
whom they quickly fall in love and for 
whom they soon end up working on the 


street corners. The case histories of the 
legion of women and young girls who enter 
the world’s oldest profession are as dif- 
ferent, sometimes, as the person’s involved. 
But one thing all seem to have in common: 
a weakness which makes them succumb to 
their environments and the inability to face 
up to adverse situations they have en- 
countered. 

Once the victims of “the life” begin 
their walk down the road to degradation, 
they are, with few exceptions, on a one- 
way street. It is not an occupation or a 
job, but a way of life where the rules are 
inflexible and breakage of them is prompt- 
ly rewarded by severe punishment. The 
victims are hunted by police, dispised after 
their clients have used them, and are 
respected not at all by “pimps” in whose 
stable they are just another money-maker. 

Initially, for most ladies of the evening, 
joining the ranks of the soiled womanhood 
But their world of high- 
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powered cars, good liquors, underworld 
social events, fast company and big spend- 
ers lasts, for some, no longer than did 
Cinderella at the ball. For when the clock 
strikes twelve, they see clearly for the 
first time that their playground after mid- 
night is a human jungle where every man 
is a tiger. To survive, many turn to dope 
addiction or soon become alcoholics. Ir- 
regular hours and dissipation, soon hard- 
en once soft faces and the synthetic sweet- 
ness of the “life” has a tendency to make 
both tongues and hearts bitter. 

Add to this the frequency of terrible dis- 
eases that are the occupational hazard, the 
frequent trips to court, the money paid to 
hotelers, shyster lawyers, “honest” police 
for pretection and tokens of love for pimps 
and it becomes remarkably clear that “the 
life” takes all, gives nothing in return. 

Yet, most of these girls, of necessity, de- 
fend their way of life, outwardly anyway. 
It seems only outwardly when you ex- 
amine the case of a Philadelphia prosti- 
tute, who was scornful and contemptuous 
of all probation officers and social workers 
who tried to bring about her rehabilitation. 
But, she shot to death the pimp for whom 
she worked when she saw that he was try- 
ing to lead her young and innocent sister 
into “the life.” 

It is not so strange also that these wom- 
en have pets to lavish their attentions on, 
because many say birds, dogs and cats are 
the only true friends. Scarlet sisters are 
among the loneliest women in the world 
and the smallest gesture can sometimes cut 
through -their calloused veneers like a 
freshly-honed razor. Such was the case of 
a Detroit woman who solicited a young 
French soldier one night under the street 
light. “No thank you, Madam,” he said 
very politely. The woman, unused to even 
the slightest courtesy, broke into tears be- 
cause the French soldier had said politely: 
“No thank you, Madam.” 

“All women are sisters under the skin,” 
said one girl gone bad. Still another ex- 
pressed her philosophy with this Spanish 
proverb: “She is not a whore who lies abed 
with me and he and him and them. But 
rather she is a whore who has the soul of 
a whore, though a virgin still she may be.” 

But try as they might to make allow- 
ances for what they are or even to defend 
it, more than one of them has slithered into 
an alley like a rat or hung their heads in 
shame at the sight of a respectable person 
they recognized from another world. “We 
are living in a world we never made, a 
vicious and cruel world,” lamented one. 

But society is filled with women who are 
products of a vicious and cruel world they 
never made and they have emerged un- 
touched, wholesome and clean. Some of 
the greatest women of our times have 
spiraled beyond the mark of greatness but 


they were born in poverty. And many of 
them came from broken homes. It is true 
that anyone can find excuses for whatever 
mistakes they have made or for the life 
they are living. But it does not alter the 
fact, one iota, that good girls do not have 
to go bad. 

It is clear that most girls who enter the 
life, first feel sorry for themselves. The 
Italians have a proverb which says: “J 
cried because I had no shoes until I met 
a man who had no feet.” But probably 
the best one is of the homegrown variety 
that says quite simply: “Look before you 
leap.” 





On The Records 


(Continued from Page 11) 


Perdido, That Old Black Magic and Don’t 
Get Around Much Anymore), three often 
heard lively pops (The Lady’s In Love 
With You, Comes Love and Will You Still 
Be Mine). 

Nearest offering to a ballad in the col- 
lection is By Myself, an Arthur Schwartz- 
Howard Dietz original which has Sammy 
crooning at an easy riffing tempo. Swing: 
ingest selection is Sammy’s groovy bop 
takeoff on Oo-Shoo-Be-Doo-Be, a_ scat 
novelty made famous several seasons ago 
by ex-Dizzy Gillespie band vocalist Joe 
Carroll. Sammy sizzles on this one. 

Singing special arrangements through- 
out the album, Sammy was never better 
vocally and never had better backing. Sy 
Oliver, Morty Stevens (Sammy’s personal 
conductor-arranger) and Jack Pleis con- 
ducted three different bands in support of 
the artist. They also created the arrange- 
ments which sparkle behind Sammy’s 
vocals, 


SINGLE DISC HITS 
HOT: Bill Doggett’s Ding Dong/Cling To 
Me (King), showcasing the popular jazz 
organist and his instrumental combo on a 
solid rocker and also a nice ballad-styled 
offering. Dong, which has Doggett’s hot 
group playing its trademarked “walking” 
style, will attract the juke spins and the 
rock ’n’ roll record sales but Cling should 
pull some attention. It at least makes for 
a pretty change of pace for the release. 
COOL: Nat Cole’s My Personal Posses- 
sion/Send For Me (Capitol), offering a 
ballad and a mildly rocking ditty. With 
his usual finesse and polish, Nat sings 
lyrical beauty into Possession. This is Nat 
at his smoothest. On Send Nat tries his 
hand at the r&r stuff for the first time on 
wax. Even though the turn is something 
new for the vocal “King,” Variety feels 
that it will still emerge a hot platter for 
him. 
POP: Oscar Peterson’s Soft Sands/Echoes 
(Verve). Executing slick arrangements by 
Buddy Bregman, fleet-fingered Oscar plays 
Eddie Heywood-type piano on two instru- 
mentals in Heywood’s now famous Cana- 
dian Sunset groove. Either could make the 
disc a big hit. 
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Little Richard 


(Continued from Page 23) 


tion of both that made Miss Johnson, who 
had brought him along, give him up. But 
anyway, the Richard of today grossing 
more than $100,000 annually is not the same 
penniless Penniman boy of 1950. Nor is he 
the same Little Richard who went to a Chi- 
cago men’s shop eight months ago, wearing 
a dirty shirt and khaki trousers. The one 
whom the manager suspicioned as a ban- 
dit about to rob his store until Richard 
paid cash for six $100 casual suits. Nor is 
he the same Richard of six months ago, 
who had to watch the girls who have long 
tried to steal his special and secret blend 
of face powder from his dressing room. 

The Richard of today, a Bible in his 
hands, says: “I may have been a crazy, 
mixed-up kid, but I know where I’m go- 
ing and who I am now.” His lips unstained 
and face unpowdered that August after- 
noon, Little Richard said: “Show business 
has been good to me. I own three apart- 
ment buildings in Los Angeles. I have 
moved my family into one of them and 
they don’t want for anything. But you 





Fate 
When your feet dance and your 
arms squeeze 
When your eyes smile and your 
lips tease 
You and rhythm always start, 
Calypso drumbeats in my heart. 
—Maude Harget 





know, I thought money and Cadillacs and 
the cheers of the crowd is what I wanted. 
I thought it was everything until I learned 
I had everything but what is really impor- 
tant. I didn’t have God. I have him, now. 
I'm going to dedicate my life to Him sing- 
ing and preaching His word, wherever He 
wants me to go.” 

“Man must get right,” he said solemnly. 
“Everything obeys God but man. The winds 
and the seas and the skies obey Him. The 
seasons of the year and the flowers come 
at His command. Only man has not yet 
learned to obey God. And if he keeps on 
in his evil way, he will be destroyed and 
lose the joy of eternal life.” 

This was Little Richard? You bet your 
bottom dollar it was and he announced 
that his hair would be cut short and his 
bookings extending up into 1958 would all 
be cancelled on September 27 of this year. 
Richard said he would enter the Oakwood 
Seventh Day Adventist College at Hunts- 
ville, Ala., to prepare for his intended min- 
istry. (This is the same school ex-night 
club singer Joyce Bryant entered.) 

Whether Richard was sincere that Au- 
gust day, time alone can tell. Was it for 
real or a publicity stunt? Has anybody 
seen Little Richard lately? 
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profits as your own boss, running your 
own business. Write today for FREE 
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Naturally Healthy Normal Hair GROWS from 
the HAIR ROOTS in YOUR SCALP. The condi- 
tion of your hair often depends heavily on the 
natural health of your scalp. Years ago, 
DOCTOR CARNOT invented a medicated tar 
formula called CARBONOEL which is mixed 
with many proven beneficial ingredients. 
CARBONOEL iis such a strong, powerful 
antiseptic and does such fine work in helping 
an ITCHY, BUMPY, DANDRUFFY scalp that 
many DOCTORS regard it highly and PRES- 
CRIBE it for many scalp troubles. Many 
annoying externally caused scalp conditions 
are greatly relieved by the use of this Triple 
strength tar formula. Write for this DOCTOR’S 
GENUINE SCALP FORMULA now. It will be 
sent to you all mixed and ready to use. USE 
IT FOR 7 DAYS, and if you are not satisfied, 
your money back, Pay only $1.59 on delivery. 
This includes everything. Don’t pay a penny 
more. You get it will full directions. Use the 
finest MEDICATED SCALP FORMULA your 
money can buy. Your hair and scalp deserve 
fine care, Just send your name and address 
to — GOLD MEDAL HAIR PRODUCTS INC, 
DeptYC-10, Sheepshead Bay, Brooklyn 35, N.Y. 
NOTE:- THIS FORMULA carries a 100% 
written money back guarantee. 
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Two-Timing Husband 


(Continued from Page 17) 


them was one for a small warehouse down 
by the lake shore. It was the biggest job 
[ had ever tackled. 
Even though it was a small warehouse, 
i had to hire extra men and acquire addi- 
tional equipment. Older heads in the 
business didn’t see how I would make a 
profit because the price for which I'd con- 
icted to build was so low. But I knew 
} 
[ learned the construction business the 
hard way. I began down in a hole digging 
ndations along side my father who had 
it all his life. One day when I was 
suffocation from the heat and the 
iming mud and the clay dust, I decided 
t I wasn’t going to dig in a hole all my 


[| climbed out and asked the boss for an- 
other kind of job. He put me to work 
ng a “Georgia Buggy” for the ce- 
ers. And I went from that to hod 
er, to painter and so on. One day 
I'd finished helping a plasterer put 
the finishing touches on a house, I asked 
the boss for another job. He told me the 
ly job I hadn’t had was his and he’d see 
hell before I got that. So I quit, 
bought a truck to haul supplies, and 
ed looking for business. 
With this background I knew all the 
tricks of saving time and materials on a 
[ knew I could build that warehouse 
cification and still make a _ profit 
But it was going to be close. One mistake 
| I'd end up in the red, but good. 
Naturally I stayed right with this job. 
Every day I went out with the workmen 
ryed all day. I wore overalls so 
[ could pitch in if necessary. My men 
got the spirit of things and the building 
going up in record time. There was a 
I clause in my contract for speedy 
sletion. I began to look forward to it. 
ite lunch daily with my foremen in 
tle restaurant down the street from the 
It was noisy and dirty, but the 
food was plentiful and tasty. This 
attraction for hard working men. 
(nother attraction was the waitress, Lynn. 
was the sexiest thing I’d seen in a 
ne—and frisky! She flirted and 
| the customers constantly and they 
Lynn sold more beans and stew 
impish smile and wicked walk 
ild have any fancy-worded menu. 
fun to exchange banter with Lynn 
look at her in idle speculation. But 
I er entertained any serious thoughts 
her because I had heard that she was 
ounger than she looked. 


Q NE DAY when she brought me my bowl 
f stew, she brought the bread on a 
plate. Usually she dumped the 

s of bread on top of the stew. The 


other tomers in the place didn’t miss 


this extra courtesy and they jumped right 
on us teasingly. 

But Lynn only winked at me and said, 
“Them that’s used to nice things gets ’em.” 

Then she started in on a customer seated 
on the other side of the restaurant; feeding 
him with a spoon. Everyone was watching 
her and only I noticed the slip of paper 
sticking out from between the slices of 
bread on my plate. I pocketed it stealthily 
and went on eating. Lynn paid no further 
attention to me. 

Back on the job, I examined the slip of 
paper. On it was written a phone number 
and the instructions: “Call me _ tonight 
after eight.” I laughed to myself at her 
forwardness. But I was pleased and flat- 
tered that a youngster like her would even 
notice me. I folded the paper carefully 
and put it in my wallet. 

I had a date with my “steady” that night. 
On my way to meet her, I stopped at a 
drugstore and called the number Lynn had 
given me. She answered on the first ring. 

“Hi,” she said. “It’s eight-thirty. What 
took you so long?” 

“T’m sorry, I didn’t realize it was so 
urgent,” I said, laughing. 

“How long before you will pick me up?” 

I caught my breath. 

“Pick you up?” 

“Sure, what time?” 

“Well,” I hedged, “I hadn’t planned on 
anything like that.” 

She was indignant. “Then what did you 
call me up for? What’s the matter with 
you? Are you a square or something?” 

“No, it’s not that,” I told her. “But lis- 
ten, I’m thirty-five years old.” 

“So what’s that got to do with the price 
of rice in China?” she was sarcastic. 

“There are laws in this state that frown 
on men my age dating girls under eigh- 
teen,” I said. 

“Oh forget it, will you? I’m nineteen, 
I'll be twenty next month.” 

I didn’t say anything. I was remember- 
ing how she looked, all soft and volup- 
tuous, in her tight waitress’ uniform. 

“Are you coming or not?” she de- 
manded. 

“All right,” I said. “Tell me where.” 

I called my steady and told her my wife 
was suspicious and I couldn’t get out. 
Twenty minutes later I picked up Lynn. 

We stayed out most of the night and the 
next day I was late getting on the job. 
Lynn was quite a girl. At lunch she winked 
when she brought my order. Beyond that 
she paid me no special attention. 

I saw her the next three nights running. 
But on the fourth night when I phoned, 
she said she was busy. 

“A date?” I asked. 

“Yes,” she answered. 

“Can’t you break it?” 


She laughed. “Are you kidding? He’s 
paying my rent.” 

I was surprised, but only a little. In 
the past few days I'd learned that Lynn 
had quite a worldly attitude toward most 
things. 

“Anybody I know?” I asked her. 

“He owns the restaurant where I work,” 
she told me. “I like you better, but he is 
a roof and a job. You understand?” 

I understood perfectly. She was offer. 
ing me a chance to pick up the tab in 
exchange for exclusive rights. It was 
tempting if for no other reason than | 
had never done anything quite like that 
before. I wondered if I could afford such 
an extravagance. The idea needed further 
study so I let her think the inference had 
passed over my head. 


AFTER TALKING with Lynn, I found 

myself with nothing to do. I started to 
phone one of my other dates, but somehow 
I wasn’t interested. On a sudden impulse, 
I got in my car and drove home. 

I was surprised to see a. strange woman 
sitting with my children watching TV in 
the living room. 

“Where is my wife?” I asked. 

The woman smiled. “She’s gone to 
school, sir. I’m baby-sitting for her.” 

“She what?” It didn’t make sense. 

The woman looked at me in surprise. 
“She goes to evening class at the high 
school three nights a week. Didn’t you 
know?” 

“Mama’s learning to speak French,” 
said my daughter, Paula, proudly. 

“Parky voose,” said my son. He came 
up to me and took my hand. “Come on, 
Daddy. look at television with us.” 

His hand was sticky with jelly from a 
sandwich he had eaten. I pulled my hand 
away. 

“No. thanks, I have work to do in my 
den,” I said curtly. 

I didn’t relish the idea of Harriet en- 
rolling in school without consulting me 
first. Not that I minded. I wouldn’t have 
tried to stop her, but it would have been 
the proper thing to mention it to me. I 
was her husband, wasn’t I? I left the 
room smarting with resentment. 

Little Stevie followed me into the hall. 
“Can I come and watch?” he asked. 

“No,” I told him. 

“Please, Daddy—” 

“You go on back into the living room 
and look at TV.” I shouted at him. 

He stared at me for a moment, then he 
turned and ran back into the room. He 
was crying. Suddenly I was sorry for yell- 
ing at him. I wanted to call him to me, 
but while I hesitated he climbed into the 
baby-sitter’s lap. She held him comfort- 
ingly. Feeling helpless and frustrated, I 
went into my den and shut the door. 

A few days later, when I entered the 
restaurant for lunch, the owner was there. 
He was loudly berating Lynn for some- 
thing or other. She stood before him star- 
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ing sullenly at the floor. The customers 
listened in an uncomfortable silence, im- 
patient for him to finish. 

But the owner seemed to be enjoying the 
opportunity to deliver his tirade before an 
audience. He made a nasty sight. He was 
short, fat and untidy. His face had that 
greasy look that perspiration brings to 
dirty skin. When he talked, his lips glis- 
tened with spittle. I got a revolting picture 
of him pressing against Lynn, his mouth 
hungrily after hers. 

“Lynn,” I called to her, sharply. 

She looked up and saw me for the first 
time. 

“Take off your apron,” I directed. 

She hesitated and I nodded encourag- 
ingly. “Tell him you quit.” 

She laughed and snatched off the apron 
and balled it up and threw it in the fat 
man’s face. Still laughing, she ran to my 
side as the customers cheered. 

Her boss was livid. “You’re fired,” he 
shouted at her. 

“Go to hell,” she shouted back at him. 

“And get your trash out of my house 
too,” he screamed at her. 

“Go to hell,” she shouted again. 

All the customers were standing and 
jeering and helping Lynn tell the fat man 
to go to hell. He retreated into the kitchen. 
Lynn smiled up at me, flushed with victory. 
She wanted to know, “What do we do 
now?” 

In answer I took her arm and led her 
outside and down the street to my car. 
Whether I really wanted to or not, I had a 
woman to “keep,” thanks to my impulsive- 
ness. 

“The first thing is to find you a place to 
stay,” I said, as we drove off. 

“T can move back to where I was staying 
before I hooked up with that dog,” she 
said. “The landlady is very nice, and un- 
derstanding too.” She looked at me mean- 
ingfully. 

The landlady was real understanding. 
As soon as she understood about me, she 
upped the rent five dollars. However, the 
place was clean and Lynn seemed to want 
it, so I paid. 

Lynn promised to get another job as 
soon as she could. She didn’t want to be 
a burden, she told me. I was glad because 
my extra money was kind of short. 

The major reason for this money short- 
age was that I had bought a boat. It was 
a small cruiser, a rather old one. Mr. 
Sams, owner of the boatyard where it was 
moored, offered it to me for the cost of 
some repairs he had done on it for the 
former owner. During the war I served 
with the Navy. All my duty had been 
ashore, but I acquired a desire to own a 
boat someday. This one looked like a bar- 
gain and I bought it, on a blustery day in 
January. 

I didn’t tell anyone that I’d bought a 
boat in the dead of winter. After I’d done 
it, it seemed a bit silly, even to me. 


OW IT WAS March and still too cold 
to do any cruising. But one bright day 
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*“My make-up problems 
are over now that I use 
Black and White Vanish- 
ing Cream as a make-up 
base. It’s greaseless and 
actually checks skin oili- 
ness, can’t cause black- 
heads. And it keeps make- 
up looking fresh for hours 
and hours.” 


Laura V. Phillips 
Baltimore, Md. 
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Get Syrup of Black-Draught today. 
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I took Lynn down to the boatyard to look 
at it. She was unimpressed. 

“Tt’s dirty,” she said, “and it smells like 
dead fish.” 

I told her that I was going to have it 
painted and spruced up for the summer, 
but she simply looked bored. I never took 
her near the boat again. 

Otherwise, Lynn and I had a lot of fun. 
She took up all of my time and I dropped 
my other women friends. Lynn liked to 
go out a lot to night clubs and race tracks. 
[ took her even though it cost more money 
than I wanted to spend. I'd balk, now and 
then, and say that we had to economize. 
She would agree that I was absolutely 
right. Yet, it still seemed that I couldn’t 
keep from spending too much money. 

After a while it became apparent that 
she was not going to find a job anytime 

on. The truth was that she really wasn’t 
looking very hard, and I didn’t insist. I 
gave her a small allowance for spending 
change and I sent her downtown to one of 
the department stores to open a charge 
account. 

[ instructed her to call herself Mrs. 
Thomas Smith, and say that her husband 
worked for my company. When the credit 
nanager called me for verification, I said 
hat Thomas Smith was my general man- 
iger and earned $125 a week. The ruse 
worked so well that I let her open accounts 

1 clothing store and a shoe store the 
I established a checking ac- 
ount at a small bank in the name of 
Thomas Smith so I could pay the bills by 


I 
, 
[ 


ne way. 


CCA, 
rhe first month the bills were high. 
However, I realized that Lynn had owned 
little except the clothes she wore 
en | met her. It seemed reasonable that 
had to stock up. And a TV set was 
practically a necessity. But the second 
month’s bills were preposterous. During 
that month Lynn had managed to charge 
$1,200 worth of items on her three ac- 
counts! 

[ hit the ceiling. Lynn said she was sor- 
ry. She was very convincing, but $1,200 

rth of bills had fractured my composure 
too much for a little loving to heal. 

[he next day I sent checks to the stores, 
paying all the bills. It just about wiped 
ut the bonus I’d gotten from the ware- 
ho I phoned each of the 
tores, saying I was Thomas Smith, and 
cancelled the accounts. 

That evening I didn’t go near Lynn. I 
ed home and the kids teased me into 
helping them put together jig-saw puzzles. 
surprise, I enjoyed it. However, 
work the next evening, I stopped by 
to see Lynn. 
> was boiling mad. She’d been down- 
town and discovered the accounts were 
closed 

From now on,” I told her. “Whenever 
you need something, tell me and I'll get 
it for you—if I can afford it.” 

Her eyes narrowed and her mouth went 


h 


ise contract. 


hard. This callousness was something I 


had not seen before. She asked, “What do 
you mean, if you can afford it?” 

“Just that. I’m no millionaire, you 
know. I’ve got a wife, and a family.” 

Lynn’s voice was harsh. “Listen, old 
man, if you can’t pay the freight, then 
you'd better get off the train.” 

I stared at her, speechless. 

“There’s nothing you got that I can’t 
get every day in the week in a younger 
model—and with no wife and family to 
yap about. If you can get difficult, so can 
I. From now on, if you want me, it'll be 
cash on the line,” she snapped. 

Numbly I picked up my hat and walked 
out. 

When I got home my wife and children 
were laughing together in the living room. 
She was trying to teach them simple 
French phrases from her textbook. They 
looked up when I entered. Harriet was 
surprised to see me so early. This was 
two nights in a row that [ had come in 
before the children went to bed. 

“Come on ally voose?” said little Stevie, 
screwing up his face in concentration. 

“Good evening,” said Harriet. 

“Mother, you have to say it in French. 
We are speaking only French tonight,” 
Paula said. 

My wife smiled at her. “Your father 
isn’t interested in French, dear.” 

Stevie looked at me curiously. “Why?” 

I stared at them blankly, unable to un- 
derstand the hollow ache that was recur- 
ring inside me. 

My prolonged silence brought a hint of 
concern to Harriet’s voice as she asked, 
“Is there something wrong, Paul? Are 
you ill?” 

I told her that I wasn’t and stood there 
shifting my feet uneasily, trying to think 
of something else to say. 

Paula tugged at her mother’s sleeve. 
“Come on, Mama, talk some more French 
to us,” she urged. 

“Par ley,” said little Stevie. 

Somewhat self-consciously now, Harriet 
reopened her book. I turned away and 
went upstairs to bed. 


COULDN’T SLEEP. Later I heard 

Harriet and the kids come upstairs 
laughing and shouting to each other in 
their personal brand of French. I heard 
my wife, gentle, coaxing, loving, as she 
got them to bed. I listened to the intimacy 
they shared. And then I heard Harriet’s 
footstep, a light whisper on the carpet, 
past my door and down the hall to her bed- 
room—once our bedroom. It seemed like 
a century ago. I turned my face to the 
wall, feeling more loneliness than ever. 

I tried to tell myself that the dreariness 
I felt was the result of the unpleasant 
breakup with Lynn. I tried to regret that 
it had come to that. Actually what I felt 
was relief at being freed of my obligations 
toward Lynn. Now that it was over, I re- 
alized that I had never really dominated 
Lynn. Instead she had ruled me through 
my ego—which was what Harriet had re- 
fused to do! 


By insisting that I do what 7 wanted to 
do, and by not arguing and nagging at me, 
Harriet was allowing me to take full 
responsibility for our lives. What she had 
rebelled against was only my rashnessg, 
and foolish desire to dictate not only her 
actions, but her feelings as well. 

What a fool I'd been! My wife had been 
handing me the reins to control my family 
all along. All that I had to do was use a 
little common sense and I could have been 
the king I dreamed of being. But instead, 
for ten years, I’d been bull-headedly chas. 
ing other women; reaching for the moon 
and coming up with what amounted to a 
handful of empty. 

It was clear now that I had just about 
lost my wife and family in my folly. | 
recognized the emptiness inside me for 
what it was; a yearning to be included in 
the circle of love that was shared by Har- 
riet and the children. I determined that 
I'd begin at once to try and win them back. 

For the first time in many weeks, | 
dined at home the next night. And after. 
wards I offered to help Harriet with the 
dishes, but she refused politely. So I went 
off with Stevie and Paula to watch TV. 

There was a program on TV being pre- 
sented by the city zoo. The kids loved it. 
They laughed at the monkeys and oohed 
at the elephants and hissed back at the 
snakes in high merriment. At the end of 
the show it was announced that there 
would be a special show in the zoo amphi- 
theater on Saturday morning. Of course, 
Stevie and Paula‘ wanted to go. And I be- 
came the best daddy in the world when I 
promised to take them. I was basking in 
this new-won glory when Harriet looked 
in. The children told her about our plans 
for Saturday. 

“T hope you'll come along, too,” I said 
earnestly. 

“Tl have to think about it,” she said, 
but the tone of her voice showed that she 
was pleased. 

I stayed strictly away from Lynn. Dur- 
ing the week, when there was little to do 
at the office, I went down to the boatyard 
and talked about boats with Mr. Sams. 
He promised that on the first warm day 
we would give my cruiser a test run. The 
remainder of my time was spent at home. 

Saturday morning, my wife knocked on 
my door to awaken me. “There’s a phone 
call for you,” she said. 

I looked at my watch. It was just eight 
a.m. 

“Who the devil can be calling me at 
this hour?” I grumbled. 

There was an odd stiffness in Harriet’s 
voice. “It’s a woman,” she said. 

Only one woman, I knew, would have the 
nerve to call me at home at such an hour: 
Lynn. A flush crept into my face, but I 
managed to keep my voice steady. 

“Thanks,” I said. 

“You can take it in your den,” said Har- 
riet. 

It was Lynn on the line as I’d guessed. 
“T’ve got to see you, Paul,” she said. 
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“J don’t see any reason for it,” I said 
quickly. “Everything was said clearly 
enough the last time I saw you.” 

“J was angry. I didn’t mean those awful 
things,” she told me. 

“That may be, but I honestly don’t see 
any point in our seeing each other again,” 
] said. 

Her voice grew petulant. 
you don’t want to see me again. 
tossing me over.” 

“You make it sound worse than it is,” I 
said. 

“All right, if that’s how you want it,” she 
said, having difficulty keeping anger out 
of her voice. “But I’ve got to see you to- 
day.” 

“I’m sorry,” I said. 

“You’d better come on over here, right 

” Her voice went shrill on the end. 


“You mean 
You’re 


° 


now. 
I began to sweat slightly. “Now, 
Lynn—” 


“I said it was important.” 

“But I can’t get away now. I’m taking 
my kids to the zoo. Tomorrow—” 

She cut me off. “Be here in 30 minutes 
or I’m coming over there.” 


BEFORE I COULD say anymore, she 

hung up. There was only one smart 
thing to do go and talk to her. I looked 
at my watch, it was eight thirty. If I rush- 
ed right over, I could get back in time to 
get the kids to the zoo at ten. 

Harriet was coming down the stairs 
when I came out of the den. 

“That was a business call. I’ve got to 
go out for a little while, but [ll be back 
in time for the trip to the zoo,” I told her. 

She nodded without saying anything and 
hurried past me into the kitchen. I could 
almost hear her thinking; he’s started 
again. I wanted to go after her, but I 
knew I didn’t have much time. I could ex- 
plain when I got back, I thought. 

While I was driving over to Lynn’s, I 
made up my mind to be firm with her. I 
would make her understand that there was 
no place for her in my new life as a family 
man. 

I used my key to the front door and went 
straight up to her room. As I entered, she 
sat up in bed and held out her arms to me. 
She wore a bed jacket fastened demurely 
at her throat and her hair hung loose to 
her shoulders. Her lips, moist and red, 
parted in a sultry smile of welcome. Care- 
fully, I walked around the bed and sat in 
a chair by the window. 

“Well, what do you want?” 

She dropped her arms into her lap and 
studied me for a long moment. My gaze 
met hers evenly. Then she smiled and 
reached for her cigarettes on the night 
table. She lit one and puffed on it slowly. 

“I don’t have too much time,” I said 
pointedly. 

Smoke trickled from her nostrils in a 
lazy spiral. “I was trying to think of the 
best way to tell you,” she said. 

“What?” 

“I’m pregnant.” 


“ . 
You’re guessing,” 


I accused her in 


panic. Yet, in the same instant, I knew I 
believed her. “You—you’ve seen a doc- 
tor?” 


” Lynn was 


“T’ve got a good doctor, 
saying, “and be is expensive.” 

I only half listened to her, trying to get 
my own thoughts together. This could 
destroy my home. Where there was now 
only antipathy from my wife there would 
be open hatred when she learned of this. 

“Are you listening to me?” Lynn de- 
manded sharply. 

“You were saying that your doctor is 
expensive,” I said. 

“T talked to him last night and he said, 
if I get the money to him, he can operate 
Monday.” 

I looked at her. “Operate Monday?” 

The surprise in my voice brought her 
head up swiftly. 

“You don’t think I intend to have that 
baby, do you?” she asked. 

I wasn’t going to argue about it. My 
record for moral standards was pretty bad, 
but there were limits to what I would be 
a party to. 

“You'll have the baby, 
right thing to do,” I said. 

She continued to stare at me. No doubt 
she had expected me to be glad to go along 
with her plans. 

“You’re crazy. I won’t be tied down 
with a baby. What will your wife say?” 

“What my wife will say is no concern of 
yours,” I snapped at her. “The important 
thing is that we don’t add to the wrong 
we've already done. The baby doesn’t 
have to tie you down, you can put it up for 
adoption as soon as it’s born.” 

“No,” she said. 

“T’ll not give you money to do other- 
wise,” I told her. 

Her lips curled in animal-like rage. 
“You'll give me money to do anything I 
please, or I’ll send you to jail!” 

She leaped out of bed and ran to the 
dresser. Out of a drawer she got a docu- 
ment and threw it in my lap. It was a 
birth certificate for Belinda Davis. 

Lynn said, “It’s mine. And if you will 
check the date you'll see that I’m under 
age. I won’t be 17 until next month.” 

The birth date on the certificate was, 
July 8, 1939. My mouth went dry. 

“But you told me...” 

“The judge won’t give a damn what I 
told you,” she shouted. “You do what I 
want or I’ll fix you good.” 

If Lynn took me to court I wouldn’t 
have a chance. They’d put me in jail and 
throw away the key. Disgrace was one 
thing, but to be jailed on top of that! 
What would happen to Harriet and the 
children? I was beaten. 

“T’ll get the money for the eperation on 
Monday. How much?” 

“$600, and I want it now,” Lynn said. 

The look of avarice and triumph on her 
face sickened me. I reached for my check- 
book, but something inside of me kept 
screaming that it was wrong. The whole 
idea of destroying a human life, even at 
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its earliest stage, in the hope of concealing 
my indiscretions, seemed to me the lowest, 
vilest, sort ef indecency. I knew that if I 
illowed such a thing to happen I would 
never have another day’s peace of mind as 
long as I lived. I just could not do it. 

I took a deep breath and said to Lynn 

strongly as I could, “There'll be no 
noney from me for that.” 

“You are crazy,” she hissed at me. “So 
help me, I’ll see you in jail. ll go to the 
poli _—" 

[ appealed to her. “Believe me, Lynn, if 
[ let you do what you want, in the end 

ou would regret it even worst than I.” 

“T’ll go to your wife,” she threatened. 

“No matter what you do, I won’t be a 
party to the sort of thing you suggested,” 
I replied. 

Something in my tone must have shown 
her that I meant what I said. She flung 
herself backwards on the bed biting her 
lips in frustrated anger. 

[ stood heavily. “When you get your- 
self together we’ll go see a doctor—one I 
can trust. We'll make arrangements for 
your care until the baby is born. After- 
wards, I’ll work out something, depending 
n whether or not you keep the baby,” I 
She lay there and glared, hating me with 

her strength. 
‘If you go to the police, I'll be ruined 
for sure. But I swear to you, that if you 
do, I'll see to it that you never get a cent 
out of me,” I warned her. 


ill 


NCE I got outside, I felt a tremendous 

surge of relief. Knowing Lynn as I 
now did, her selfishness and greed, I was 
reasonably sure that she would not go to 
the police or Harriet if she felt it would 
keep her from getting money from me. 

Not for a minute did I forget what her 
condition could mean to my future happi- 
But I had a wild hope that I could 
bribe her into leaving town to have the 
baby. On Monday I would see her and 
work out the details. /t might be arranged 
o that Harriet would never find out. It 
was this straw of hope that helped restore 
my composure as I drove homeward. 

When I got back to my house it was 
I looked at my watch, it was ten 
thirty. There was a brief note on the hall 
table from Harriet. She had taken Stevie 
and Paula to the zoo when I didn’t show 
up in time. They would not understand a 
business appointment more important than 
their trip to the zoo, the note said. 

I sat down heavily in a chair. What ex- 
could I give? What could I say to 
Harriet? She had answered the phone and 
heard Lynn’s voice. My tale of a business 
call hadn’t fooled her. She would not be- 
lieve anything I told her now, except the 
truth and I didn’t dare tell that. 

| had been slumped in the chair with my 
thoughts for quite a while when the phone 
rang at my elbow. I picked it up discon- 

It was Mr. Sams, the boatyard 
He pointed out that it was a warm, 
bright day; ideal for a test run in my boat. 
64, 


ness 


empt y 


cuse 


solately. 


owne! 


I was about to say no, when I got an 
inspiration. I hadn’t told Harriet or the 
kids about the boat. The surprise might 
please them enough that they would over- 
look my failure to take them to the zoo. 
I told Mr. Sams that I’d be at the boat- 
yard as soon as [ could round up my 
family. 

When the animal show broke up at 
eleven thirty, I was waiting outside the 
amphitheater. Parents and children be- 
gan spilling out into the court at an alarm- 
ing rate. Without a bit of luck, I might 
have missed my family. It happened that 
I was standing near a drinking fountain 
and Stevie had gotten thirsty. 

Harriet’s eyes went cold with contempt 
when she saw me. The kids were still ex- 
cited about the animals they’d seen. They 
were trying to tell me about everything at 
once. I pretended to listen attentively so 
as not to have to face my wife’s scorn as 
we walked to the car. 

Paula was the first to notice that we 
were not taking the usual route home. 

“Where are we going, Daddy?” she 
asked. 

I laughed secretly. “I’ve got something 
to show you,” I said. 

Stevie perked up. “What, Daddy?” 

I laughed again and cut my eyes at Har- 
riet. She stared, frozen-faced, straight 
ahead. 

But when I turned into the boatyard, 
even my wife was looking about curiously. 
I still didn’t tell them that I owned a boat; 
not until we were out on the dock looking 
down into it. 

Mr. Sams was aboard warming up the 
engine. He greeted us. “Sounds as if she’ll 
run all right,” he announced. 

Harriet was just as thrilled as the kids. 

“Oh, Paul, it’s wonderful,” she enthused. 

“It smells a bit strong of fish and it 
needs paint,” I said, barely able to contain 
my pleasure. 

“T don’t care,” she said. “I’ve always 
wanted a little boat.” 

Her eyes were bright and there was a 
glow about her that I hadn’t seen in years. 
I had forgotten how lovely Harriet was 
when she was happy. So few of her joyous 
moments had been shared by me of late. 

Stevie and Paula had hopped down into 
the boat. They stood with Mr. Sams look- 
ing up at us. 

“Come on, 
“Let’s go.” 

And so we went. Mr. Sams guided us 
out onto the lake and up the south shore. 
He showed me how to operate the controls. 
There was no danger of my getting lost, 
he said, if I kept the south shore of the 
lake on my right when going out and on 
my left when coming in. And [ didn’t have 
to worry about storms and high waves from 
large boats if I stayed in close to shore, he 
said. 

The boat was a big hit. Harriet was 
down in the tiny cabin inspecting the gal- 
ley space. She found everything small, but 
well-planned. The kids climbed into and 
all over everything. Stevie announced that 


Daddy,” shouted Paula. 


he had changed his ambition. Instead of 
a space cadet, he would be a pirate. 

I piloted the boat on the return trip, 
Mr. Sams satisfied himself that I was 
capable of handling the small craft and 
that it was in shape to cruise the lake. All] 
it needed was a coat of paint and he 
agreed to attend to that the next week. 

He helped us plan a cruise for the next 
weekend; along that same south shore, but 
a little further. We would follow the 
shoreline to a small cove he knew of in 
which we could anchor and have lunch, 
There was a small, sandy, beach from 
which the kids could play in the water. 


At HOME that night, I found it easy to 
forget my troubles with Lynn. My son 
and daughter taught me how to make 
pop corn in the electric popper before the 
TV set. They also instructed me on the 
merits of the various cowboys and their 
horses and dogs, that we were watching. 
There seemed to be a lot to being a father 
that I had forgotten, or never known. 

Later, Harriet and I sat and talked. It 
was just small talk. Mostly we were en- 
joying each other’s company. We didn’t 
talk about ourselves. I was afraid to, with 
things the way they were, and perhaps 
Harriet was not ready to. 

Over the weekend I had some uneasy 
thoughts about Lynn, but I didn’t hear any- 
thing from her. I concluded that she had 
thought things over and decided to go 
along with my plans. 

Monday morning, as soon as I got into 
the office, I phoned her. There was no 
answer. I tried off and on throughout the 
day, and about three o’clock her landlady 
answered the phone. She told me that 
Lynn had spent the morning selling and 
pawning the television set and _ other 
valuables that she had bought with her 
charge accounts. She said that Lynn had 
taken the money she got to her doctor. By 
this time she was probably undergoing the 
operation, she told me. 

I was stunned momentarily. Lynn had 
outsmarted me. I lost control of myself 
and began railing at the landlady for not 
stopping her. I demanded that she tell me 
the doctor’s name and address, perhaps I 
could still prevent the operation. The 
woman was angry at the things I’d said to 
her. She told me curtly that she didn’t 
know any more than she had told me and 
hung up on my pleas. 

I didn’t know what to do. I tried to tell 
myself that it wasn’t my fault, that Lynn 
had taken it upon herself, but I couldn't 
shake off a heavy somberness that engulfed 
me. By the time I closed the office, I had 
developed a terrific headache. I was hav- 
ing chills when I got home. Harriet made 
me go right to bed and she called our 
family doctor. 

He decided that I had a touch of the flu 
and that I should stay in bed for two or 
three days. After a day or so of lying in 
bed with my thoughts, I developed a fatal- 
istic attitude about what Lynn had done. 
It was done and that was that. At least 
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Lynn would realize now that we were 
definitely finished. There was no hold she 
could possibly have on me now. I felt that 
an awful price had been paid to save my 
reputation. The only retribution I could 
make was to devote myself wholeheartedly 
to my family in the future. 

The kids were determined that I would 
get well before Saturday so that the boat 
trip need not be postponed. I got all their 
attention. They were not allowed in my 
room, but they constantly peeped in the 
doorway and did tricks in the hall to en- 
tertain me. Harriet too, was wonderful. I 
could sense her growing closer to me. 

On Thursday I was feeling so much bet- 
ter that I decided to go and check on 
things at my office. Almost as soon as I got 
there the phone rang. My first thought 
was, naturally, it was Lynn. I was pre- 
pared to resist whatever scheme she con- 
fronted me with. 

It wasn’t Lynn. It was her landlady. 
She told me that Lynn had had the opera- 
tion, but that she had not felt well since. 
She wanted to see me. I was as firm as I 
knew how to be without being nasty. I ex- 
plained to the woman that I would not 
come to see Lynn today, or ever again. 
This time it was I that hung up. 

I stopped at the boatyard before going 
to the office the next morning. My boat 
was a beautiful picture to me, moored at 
the dock. Her deck had been cleaned and 
polished, and her hull was painted a 


_gleaming white. I walked down onto the 


dock for a closer look. Inside the cabin 
I could see Mr. Sams. He had opened a 
hatch in the cabin floor and was down in 
the hole. 

“What’s the matter?” I called to him. 

He looked up at me, his face smudged 
with oil. 

“Nothing serious,” he 
down here a minute.” 

When I got into the boat I could see 
that the hole was the location of the en- 
gine. It sat in a sort of cradle which 
raised it about a foot off the bottom 
planks. I couldn’t see the bottom because 
it was covered with an oily, evil-smelling 
liquid. 

“Tt’s leaking,” I cried, in alarm. 

Mr. Sams laughed. “Don’t worry, it 
won’t sink. We had to pull her out to paint 
and the hull planks dried out and shrunk, 
leaving tiny gaps. That always happens. 
After she has been back in the water a few 
days the planks will swell and she'll be 
water-tight again.” 

He stooped beside the motor and dipped 
his hand into the scummy liquid. When 
he pulled it out, the water ran off leaving 
an oily film. 

“This here is what we have to watch,” 
he said. “You have a leak in your fuel 
line somewhere and gasoline is getting 
into your bilge. That can be dangerous 
because, as it evaporates, it forms a highly 
explosive gas. If there is a spark or it gets 
too hot—blooey.” He made an explosive 
gesture with his hands. 


said. “Jump 


“Can’t you fix it?” 

“Oh sure, but not before next week. I’m 
leaving tonight to deliver a boat. I have 
to take it across the lake and through the 
canal, out into the river. That'll take sev- 
eral cays. There'll be nobody in the yard 
while I’m gone but the watchman and a 
couple of painters who don’t know any- 
thing about gas leaks.” 

“But I’ve got to use this boat tomorrow,” 
I said. “I’ve promised to take my family 
on a cruise.” 

Mr. Sams said, “If you’re very careful, 
this won’t stop you. I’m going to drain this 
stuff out of the bilge now. Tomorrow it'll 
have to be drained again before you start 
out, because I won’t be here to do it, you'll 
have to manage it.” 

“All right, just show me how,” I agreed 
eagerly. 

He got a hand pump out of a shed at the 
end of the dock and showed me how to 
pump the oily water out of the bilge. 

“When you get out on the lake tomor- 
row it’s likely to be warmish, and there’s 
not much ventilation in that bilge. Any 
vapor from leaking gasoline will be 
trapped and build up a dangerous pres- 
sure, so pump her out before you sail out 
of here in the morning,” he reminded me 
again. 

I listened carefully to all he said. When 
the bilge was dry, we closed it up and put 
the pump back in the shed. 


FTER I HAD been in my office for a 

time, Lynn’s landlady called. She 
sounded very distraught. 

“Lynn is very sick,” she said. “The doc- 
tor was with her all last night. Today she 
is worse and I can’t locate her doctor. His 
office says that he has gone out of town. 
You must come over at once.” 

Cold fear gripped me. “What could I 
do?” 

“You can do something. This whole 
thing is your fault,” she said. 

“Can’t you get her another doctor?” 

The woman said, “I’m not going to get 
mixed up in this. I’m going to call the 
police.” 

“No,” I almost shouted, “don’t do that.” 

“Then you had better come over at once, 
because that’s all I know to do.” There 
was a pause, then she went on, “That poor 
girl is just sixteen years old.” 

“You knew that all along,” I snapped. 
“Why didn’t you tell me?” 

Her voice grew sullen and surly, “Who 
says that I knew it? Anyway, you didn’t 
ask.” 

With a sickening feeling, I hung up the 
phone. I had no idea of what I was going 
to do. I was desperate. Suppose she died? 
My mind refused to function properly. I 
hardly know how I got to Lynn’s house. 
It was an effort to walk normally up the 
front steps. I was sweating profusely. 

The landlady let me in. She seemed 
calmer now as she answered my fearful 
questions. 

“Have you tried to reach her doctor 
again?” 
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“T told you that his office says that he 
is out of town. They don’t know when he’ll 
be back,” she said. 

“Did you try his home?” I asked. 

“There was no answer there,” she said. 
“You had better sit down. You don’t 
look too good.” 

I shook off her solicitous hand. “There’s 
no time—how is Lynn?” 

“She is quiet, now. Do you want to see 
her?” 

I didn’t want to, but I felt that I should. 
Perhaps then I would know what to do. 

The landlady led me up the familiar 
stairs that I had climbed so many times. 
How often I had mouated these steps with 
thoughtless arrogance—careless abandon! 
Was this the end of it? 

The woman opened the door to Lynn’s 
room halfway and peeped in. I could 
hear a harsh sound of rapid breathing 
from within. She stepped back and looked 
at me. She shook her head doubtfully. I 
started to go in, but she stopped me. 

“Maybe you'd better not. You might 
upset her if she is awake,” she said. 

I peered past her into the room. The 
shades were drawn making it very dim and 
unfamiliar. The foot of the bed had been 
elevated on boxes so that Lynn’s feet were 
higher than her head. A thick medicinal 
odor hung in the air. Lynn lay very still. 
With a shudder of horror I staggered back- 
ward. 

“We'll have to call a hospital,” I said to 
the landlady. “Get them to send an am- 
bulance right away.” 

The woman closed the door and turned 
to me. “They will find out what is wrong 
with her. You'll be ruined, maybe it’ll 
mean jail for you.” 

“That can’t be helped. I can’t let that 
girl lay there and die,” I said grimly. 

“What about your family? They'll be 
disgraced,” she pointed out. 

“There is no other way,” I answered. 

Carefully the woman picked her words. 
“There may be another way. If you could 
raise some money—a lot of money—” She 
stopped and studied me. 

I gripped her arm. “Tell me what you 


“TI know of a doctor, has his own sana- 
torium. He could send his private am- 
bulance to pick up Lynn and take her to 
his place. There she could be treated with 
safety and discretion.” 

“She’d be all right?” 

“Certainly,” said the woman. “This doc- 
tor is no butcher, he’s a specialist. That’s 
why his rates are so high.” 

“How much money must I get?” 

“Fifteen hundred dollars, cash in ad- 
vance,” she told me. 

Without hesitation I agreed. I didn’t 
have $1,500 cash, but I could raise it. 

“How soon can he get here?” 

“How soon can you get the money?” 
asked the woman. 

I moved quickly, now that I knew what I 
had to do. I drove back to my office. I 
owned three trucks, a cement mixer and a 


small mobile compressor. I got the titles 
out of the safe and took them to my bank 
and borrowed $1,500. It took very little 
more than an hour for me to do these 
things and get back to Lynn’s with the 
cash. 

“Good,” grunted the landlady after she 
had counted it. “The doctor will be here 
soon. I called him right after you left. 
Lynn may be getting worse and I didn’t 
want to take any chances. You go on home 
now and don’t worry.” 

I felt immensely relieved. “You don’t 
think I should stay and talk with the doc- 
tor?” I asked. 

Her no was emphatic. “He doesn’t want 
to know you and he doesn’t want you to 
know him. If you are here when he walks 
in, he won’t touch the case—not even for 
twice the money.” 


() UTSIDE, I found that my tenseness 
was returning. Doubt of the wildest 
type assailed me. For a while I drove 
around aimlessly. A police patrol car 
stopped me. I was in a complete funk un- 
til the officer told me I had driven through 
a red light. He gave me a ticket and left. 
I sat shivering, trying to ease my taut 
nerves. Finally I was able to drive home. 
Inside my own house I felt better. Har- 
riet was just getting dinner on the table 
and the kids pulled me into the dining 
room to look at the turkey that Harriet 
had fixed. 

“Tt’s not really an extravagance,” she 
laughed. “I plan to take what’s left with 
us on the cruise tomorrow; although your 
son is holding out for hard tack and bully 
beef, whatever that is.” 

“That’s what pirates eat,” explained 
Stevie. 

The four of us sat down to dinner in a 
festive mood, at least Harriet and the 
children were. There was much laughter 
and joshing. Somehow I managed to go 
along with them. Once or twice I was 
caught with my thoughts elsewhere, but I 
thought I covered up well. 

However, later on, after she had put 
Stevie and Paula to bed, Harriet came into 
the living room where I sat. I was staring, 
unseeing at the TV. She sat on the sofa 
beside me. 

She spoke to me gently. “Paul, is there 
something the matter? I know there is. 
Do you want to talk about it?” 

She leaned over and put her hand on 
mine. It was warm, reassuring. I clutched 
it convulsively. But when I looked at her; 
into those earnest, brown eyes that were 
preparing to love me again—to trust me, 
I couldn’t say anything. I could not lie to 
her and I did not dare horrify her with the 
truth. 

Her voice remained gentle, pulling me 
to its warmth. “I’m still your wife, Paul— 
no matter what.” 

Suddenly my cheeks were wet. I was 
crying. Harriet drew my head down on 
her breast and held it there comfortingly. 
I cried for a long time. 
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In the morning I was up early. before 
anyone else. I dressed quietly and left the 
house. I didn’t take the car. Instead I 
walked to the corner and hailed a cab to 
take me to Lynn’s house. I had to see her 
Jandlady and find out how she was before 
[did anything else. 

When I got out in front of the house I 
noticed the curtains were drawn at all the 
front windows. I went up on the front 
porch, and instead of using my key, I rang 
the doorbell. I rang it several times more 
without getting an answer. While I stood 
there a man came out of the house next 
door. 

He looked at me curiously. “Howdy,” he 
said. “You looking for Miz Fox?” 

“Mrs. Fox?” I repeated quizzically. 

“The lady that was renting that house,” 
he explained. 

It came to me with a jolt that I'd never 
known the landlady’s name. In all the 
weeks I had been coming to the house, I 
never thought to ask. 

“Yes,” I said. 

“You won’t find her. She’s moved. Gone 
to California, she and her niece, Lynn.” 

Something pricked at my brain. 

“To California, when?” 

“Last night,” the man said. “They left 
rather sudden. Seems as though they came 
into a passel of money, according to Miz 
Fox.” He leaned on the porch rail con- 
fidentially. “Personally I think she was 
ducking out on some bills. My old lady 
says she owes half the town. You wouldn’t 
be a bill collector, would you?” 

“Tell me,” I asked the old man. “Was 
there an ambulance here yesterday?” 

The old man blinked. “Ambulance? 
What for?” 

“T understand there was—someone ill.” 

He shook his head emphatically. 
“Wasn’t nobody in there sick. Nobody in 
there but the old lady and her niece. The 
both of ’°em come outta there last night 
with their bags, as healthy and gay as a 
couple of sailors on leave.” 

Duped! I didn’t know whether to laugh 
or curse. I’d let those two women get away 
with $1,500 of my hard-earned cash. I be- 
gan to doubt if Lynn ever was pregnant. 
How could I have been such a blockhead? 
I was beginning to feel real stupid. 

Yet, as I walked down the street away 
from the house, I was having trouble keep- 
ing my feet on the ground. J was free. I 
felt like leaping for joy. 


T WAS a jaunty skipper that herded his 

family on board his brand new, second 
hand, small-sized cruiser. He had no 
money in his pocket and a big note at the 
bank, but his heart was so filled with joy 
that he was practically delirious. 

With self-assured cockiness, I cast off 
from the dock and got clear of the boat- 
yard. Carefully I put the south shore on 
my right. We were on our way. It was 


then that I remembered that I had not 
pumped out the bilge. 

The realization was like a cold shower. 
Quickly I got down in the cabin and lifted 
the bilge cover. The little engine was pur- 
ring smoothly, rocking a bit in its cradle. 
The planks beneath it were not much more 
than damp. Only in a few spots had the 
glistening beads of moisture begun to 
gather in liquid patches. Apparently the 
seepage had been milder than Mr. Sams 
had anticipated. I decided to wait until 
we were anchored in the cove and then 
scoop out whatever liquid had leaked in 
by that time. I dropped the cover back in 
place and breathed easier. 

There was very little breeze on the lake 
and the day warmed up quickly. The air 
was very dry, however, and we were not 
uncomfortable. 

It took about an hour and a half to 
cruise along the south shore of the lake 
to the little cove Mr. Sams had told me 
about. It was a lovely, horseshoe shape 
pressed into the shoreline. There were 
no houses along the banks and foliage ex- 
tended to the water everywhere, except 
for a small patch of sandy beach in the 
innermost pocket of the cove. 

I wanted to get as close to the sand as 
possible and I headed the boat up into the 
cove toward it. Now that we were moving 
slowly the smell of gasoline had became 
quite noticeable. I made a mental note 
to open up that bilge and let it air out as 
soon as I was anchored. 

The kids were up forward of the cabin 
on the deck examining the anchor. Har- 
riet came up out of the cabin where she 
had been laying out the lunch. 

“Paul, there is an awful smell of gaso- 
line down there,” she said. 

Mr. Sams’ warning came to mind and I 
reached for the throttle to cut off the en- 
gine. But we were almost to the patch of 
sandy beach, so I hesitated. It was just a 
matter of a few seconds more. There was 
a loud bang, like a bus backfiring and I 
looked down in the cabin. The floor had 
disappeared. Smoke was pouring out of 
the hole. 

“What is it, Paul?” Harriet was at my 
side, worry in her voice. “Are we sink- 
ing?” 

“T don’t think so,” I said. 

Stevie and Paula were standing on the 
deck looking back at us in openmouthed 
surprise. Beyond them the beach was very 
near. The motor had stopped, but the boat 
was still moving forward, from its mo- 
mentum. 

I said to Harriet, “Maybe I can steer this 
thing up on the beach. You get up front 
with the kids and be ready to jump off as 
soon as we touch bottom.” 

“You'd better come too,” she said. 

“No, I’ve got to steer us in closer, the 
water may be too deep out here. Go on,” 
I urged her. 





IT COVERS GRAY HAIR 





Wa. J. Brandt's 
LIQUID 


EAU 


DENNA 
HAIR 
COLORER 


will cover gray 










ANYONE CAN PUT IT ON AT HOME 
YOU SAVE TIME AND MONEY 





"HAIR REDDISH 

stays on several months. 

jpooing, A Tanene, sun, permanent waving, 
curling or straightening iron—nothing takes it 

You can cover any gray no matter how stubborn or 


how cau: 
onderful for r Touching U 
You can ow it on just where need 

—= he «4 are , *. where oo dered hennas. A be 


used 


en 
hair. eoee NOT INTER- 
Full directions 
UTION: a 


ark 
° ond, Auburn 
orger or $3.45 C.0.D. (including 
r ur Scpertms ent store, 
us. Give Tee tati Y local address. Money 
back if not cane satisfied 
AIR SPECIALTY co. 
Dept. T-10, 12 E. 23rd St.. New York 10, N.Y. 


Men as well as women can use Bau Denna to advantage. 














Your Favorite Photo 


ENLARGED (Qj 


TO FULL 8’’x10” 


On orders of 2 or 
more we will send you 
one sparkling —- 


size print FRE 

















Mail us any photo, snapshot or negative and eovlye. Rost. 
paid, your ee at on a weight pa joth 
else to pay. Original returned unharmed. Get peautiful tee | 
coloring, only 50¢ — | ‘coon print. C.0.D.’s accep 
on orders of 2 or plus C.O.D. charges. Satisfaction 
Guaranteed. QuaLity Wy VALUES, eh tag a 23-H, BOX 222, 
COOPER STATION, NEW Y K 3, N. 





Ladies! MAKE 100% PROFIT... 


Sell Personalized Christmas Cards. 





You can make more 
money than you ever 
dreamed possible — with 
famous, nationally- 
known Evergreen Cards! 
Dozens of new, beautiful 
designs, personalized and [ont ” 

priced for fast sales to 

friends, neighbors, relatives, club 
members, etc. Top value for less 
money! 


EVERGREEN STUDIOS °%:3' 
Box 846 Chicago 42, Ill. 


Write today for 


FREE KIT 


Postcard wil! do! 
Get big, complete 














THREE SHADES 
LIGHTER 





ves SEE your complexion become lighter, brig 
ond blemish-free Right before your eyes. 
New, improved NEVOLINE Bleaching Cream is unlike 
any product you ever hove used before. No waiting hope- 
fully for months to see the results you wont, With the 
emproved NEVOLINE formulo we gverantee you will see 
your skin grow 3 shades lighter in just 3 days. 

One 2 oz. jar $1.00. Enclose your re- 
mittance with order Save C.O.D. fee 
PARIS IMPERIAL, P.O. Box 104-0, 
Jackson Heights 72, NEW YORK 


67 








Men 40 Women 


with lovely, lustrous, thrilling hair appearance! 


Raveen’s new scientific formula 








works to help stop dry scalp, 
splitting hair, breaking ends 


If you've been looking and 
looking for something that would 
glorify your hair and give it 
more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the 
answer to your prayers. RAVEEN gets 
to work on that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and 
helps Nature to give you the appearance that goes 

with shining billows of 

long, lustrous hair you’ve 
always wanted. If the length of 
your hair has been affected by its 
undue dryness, you owe it to 
yourself to try RAVEEN on 
our generous no risk offer 





Mail coupon for no risk offer! 

















5 Tn GF ha @ See SSeS S SS SS SSS SF See Sees 
RUA eens a 
S S| RAVEEN bept. T-10 : 
is 1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chi 16, HI. 
| floney back guarantee ee eee i 
RS Please send me RAVEEN at once on your guaranteed no 
Ka y RAVEEN according to direc- risk offer i 
=| ns. If not completely satisfied, re- OO! enclose $1.20 CO Send C.0.D. plus postage ff 
|= unused portion of jar and tull ; 
= purchase price will be immediately Nome { 
ZI funded Address. i 
4 City State : 


ik 








Ce ee ne a er ee 








She scrambled over the cabin roof to the 
children up in front. 

Flames were beginning to follow the 
smoke billows out of the cabin. The boat 
was barely inching forward now, but the 
beach was very close. I expected to feel 
the boat scrape bottom any second. 


A ND THEN there was a soft, poof. The 

next thing I knew, I was struggling in 
the water. I thrashed about until my feet 
touched bottom. As I stood up, the water 
barely reached my waist. The boat was in 
front of me so I knew it was in shallow 
water. It was burning furiously. Flames 
had spread from the cabin into the cockpit 
where I had been standing. 

I looked up on the shore and I did not 
see Harriet or the children anywhere. They 
must still be in the boat, I thought. Al- 
most frantic, I splashed toward it and 
pulled myself up on board. The fire was 
all around and the heat scorched my eye- 
balls as I tried to peer through the flames 
for my family. Something hit me in the 
back, and when I turned around the heat 
became unbearable. I felt myself  fall- 
iNn@... .. 

I tried to get back to my feet, but some- 
thing was holding me. My arms felt heavy, 
they wouldn’t bend. I managed to move 
one from the shoulder. 

“Don’t, Paul. You mustn’t try to move.” 
It was Harriet’s voice, full of tenderness 
and concern, echoing across a great dis- 
tance. 

I opened my eyes and I was in a hospital 
bed. Both my arms were in casts up to 
my armpits. There was a pressure on my 
chest. I tried to look down at it and my 
chin scratched against a wide band of 
adhesive bandage. Harriet was seated in 
a chair close beside the bed. She leaned 
over me. 

“You’re going to be all right, Darling,” 
she said. 

“The kids... you?” 

“We're fine. The first explosion blew us 
into the water. It was very shallow, even 
Stevie could stand up in it. We were on 
the opposite side of the boat from you. 
We didn’t see you until you climbed back 
on board.” 

I closed my eyes in a silent prayer of 
thanks. When I opened them again, Har- 
riet’s face was close to mine. Her eyes, 
lips, scant inches from my own. 

“Harriet ... do you think, after every- 
thing I’ve done—we might—?” 

“Yes,” she said. 

I tried to tell her. “I’ve done some 
things...” 

“T love you,” she said. 

“You don’t know, I must tell you .. .” 

She pressed her fingers to my lips. 

“Tell me later; and I'll still love you— 
my lfusband,” she said. 


THE END 





pil 
le! 
sai 


ste 
tel 


to the 


W the 
e boat 
ut the 
0 feel 


. The 
ing in 
y feet 
water 
vas in 
allow 
lames 
ckpit 


d not 
They 

Al- 
and 
» Was 
eye- 
ames 
1 the 
heat 
fall. 


ome- 
savy, 
nove 
ve,” 


ness 


dis- 


ry- 


me 


D 





I Lived In Another World 


(Continued from Page 38) 


drink and then another, then staggered 
back to Bootlegger Red’s to drink more. 
There, I drank and talked loud and danced 
until I passed out. It was my first real 
drunk. When I awoke the next morning, 
I was lying in the corner with the dogs. 


N THE DAYS THAT FOLLOWED, I 

sank below the surface of human dig- 
nity, and wallowed in the mire of endless 
drunkenness. I would beg for a dime for 
carfare—and use it to buy whiskey. In a 
Thirty-First and State Street joint known 
as Hell’s Kitchen, I made new and fasci- 
nating companions: Dangerous Blue from 
Buzzard’s Roost, Birmingham, Ala., an 
iron-nerved, scar-faced man who fought or 
robbed with matchless courage; Birming- 
ham Bertha, Dangerous Blue’s girl friend, 
who looked like she had run into a buzz- 
saw, and who lived with him in an old 
frame house they called The Bucket of 
Blood; Dirty Red, and his gang of bums 
and roughnecks who lived in an empty five- 
room. house and slept on blankets on the 
floor, eating what they could beg or steal. 
I moved into the house with them, drown- 
ing myself in drink. 

But even so, I could not drown out the 
picture of Nada, the sweet-faced young 
girl whose image came to haunt me even 
in my drunkest hours when I lay upon 
the floor with some bum’s stomach for a 
pillow. Slowly, I realized I wanted to find 
my way back into the bright world I had 
left; the world in which Nada lived. 


Going back home was not too difficult. I 
said I was done with drinking, that I was 
willing to go to work, to make a fresh 
start. My family accepted me on those 
terms. 

But fate was to be unkind. Maybe I had 
even been born at the wrong time. For 
this was the Roaring Twenties, the Jazz 
Age, the days of Prohibition. Congress 
had outlawed liquor, and everybody 
wanted to be an outlaw. Moonshine flow- 
ed up from bathrooms and kitchens and 
backyard garages. House parties jumped 
from door to door, and the pungent smells 
of spicy gumbo and bubbling chitterlings 
drifted on the evening breezes. Piano 
players thumped out jazz and _ boogie 
woogie. Young girls did shake dances, or 
flapped through the Charleston and Black 
Bottom. Dice rattled and cards slapped 
tables in back rooms. And a party would 
last until the wee hours of the morning if 
the house didn’t get raided. It was a lot 
of fun unless a fight broke out. Even then, 
you could move on to another house. 
Sometimes, the guys would buy the land- 
lady or man of the house out of liquor. 
The piano player would get three sheets 
in the wind but seldom miss a note, and 


the girls danced and hollered, “Rock, 
church, rock.” 

Often, I would wake up on the floor 
with my pockets turned inside out and any 
money I might have had would be gone. 
Since being broke meant having few 
friends, I tried to hold a job. But it was 
useless. With me it was either work or 
drink. I couldn’t do both as some fellows 
did, and I was too greedy for drink to stick 
with work. I was fired from job after job. 
When I was sober, I despised myself and 
my appearance, and I longed for Nada, 
whom I knew I now could never have. But 
when I was drinking, the world was mine. 
I had no worries. 

I was eighteen now, and had spent more 
than a year in drunkenness. My mother 
tried desperately to pull me out. She 
begged and pleaded. She even tried slip- 
ping a medicine into my food that would 
cause me to become ill at the sight of 
liquor. But I found out what she was do- 
ing, and began to prepare my own meals. 
I hid my liquor supply in the bathroom, or 
strung a bottle outside a pantry window. 
If I awoke in the morning and mother had 
thrown away the bottle, I would get the 
shakes, and run to the bootleggers. For 
money, I jackrolled other drunks or 
begged from women, who were usually soft 
touches. Finally, the day came when my 
mother could stand me no longer. “Stay 
away from me, Louis,” she said, “until you 
are ready to quit drinking.” 

I was a man, I told her, I could take 
care of myself. I left home and wandered 
back to Hell’s Kitchen. In that world unto 
itself, liquor flowed and knife fights raged. 
But I had old friends there now. I felt at 
home. 


ARLY ON A summer Sunday morning 
in 1930, I staggered drunkenly from 
an alley at Forty-Seventh and Indiana 
Avenue. I was an awful sight; my eyes 
almost closed from fighting, my shirt 
bloody from the bleeding of my nose. My 
pants were dirty, wrinkled and torn. I had 
lost my hat, running to get away from the 
fight, and I was overdue a month on a 
shave and a haircut. In so pitiful a condi- 
tion, I walked right out in front of Nada. 
She looked to me like a movie star. She 
wore a pretty red outfit and topcoat. Her 
legs had grown strong and well-shaped, 
she was developing into womanhood, and 
I knew then, at that moment, that I would 
never get over losing her. 

Neither of us said a word, but there was 
the mixed look of scorn and pity in her 
eyes. A streetcar pulled up and she 
stepped aboard, then turned to look at me. 
I couldn’t look her in the eyes. Cold chills 
raced down my spine. I had hot flashes 
and felt sick at the stomach. I began to 


feel sorry for myself—to think I wanted 
to die, but I didn’t have the guts to kill 
myself. I staggered back into the alley 
with my head down, vowing once more to 
go home and give up drinking. 


I did go home again. I dreamed of a 
new life, of suddenly striking it rich and 
winning back Nada’s respect and love. I 
could never forget how she had looked at 
me that Sunday morning. 

Inside me, I knew that the odds against 
doing what I dreamed of were too great, 
but I continued to dream. I decided a 
fresh start in a new town would be the way 
to begin. So I left my family and went to 
Cleveland to meet my cousin and work 
on the Great Lakes. I found him half 
drunk in a hotel on Central Avenue. 

For a while, I kept my promise to my- 
self. I got a job as an assistant baker, 
washing pans for $57.50 monthly, with two 
paydays a month. I felt that at last I had 
a good chance to make a comeback. But 
my weakness was alcohol, and everyone | 
came in contact with drank. Sailing the 
lakes, I stayed sober, but on shore, the 
butchers, the bakers, the headwaiters— 
everyone I knew—drank like drinking was 
going out of style. In time, I fell again to 
the lure of bootleg liquor and loose women. 
After working all summer, I had only the 
clothes on my back, and sent a telegram to 
my mother for money to get home to Chi- 
cago. 

But I didn’t wait for the fare to Chicago. 
Instead, I met a man named Hank, a hobo, 
who scoffed at the thought of paying 
money to ride a train. That night, I got 
my first lesson in hopping a train. It was a 
lesson that was to lead me thousands of 
miles across the country, into hobo jungles 
and jail cells. I was heading downgrade 
again, rolling at breakneck speed like a 
runaway locomotive. 

The smell of the train smoke and rattle of 
the wheels on the rails got into my blood. 
The engine’s whistle was like a lonesome 
mating call. Within two years, I was a 
full-fledged hobo and knew the road. I was 
twenty years old now, and a beggar, pan- 
handler and expert shoplifter. I could 
take an order and size and deliver the 
goods within a few hours. All the while, I 
drank. 

In Toledo, Ohio, I was told to get out 
of town or go to prison. In Detroit, I met 
a girl called Hastings Street Hazel, who 
kept me through the winter and drank as 
hard as I. In Buffalo, N. Y., there was 
another girl named Indian Mary, who 
dressed me up and kept me in liquor. I 
took $200 from her and pawned most of 
my clothes before hoboing to Denver, 
Colo., after I found out Indian Mary had 
once killed a man in a fit of jealousy over 
another woman. Knowing when to leave 
town is sometimes the key to staying alive 
when you're a bum. 

Often, the trail would lead back to Chi- 
cago, where once, as I walked in the snow 


and cold, I decided to find Nada. I had 
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learned she was now married to a well-to- 
do man and owned a beauty parlor. I 
walked to her shop and stood outside, 
watching her moving around inside. 
Finally, a Cadillac drove up. Her husband 
got out and went inside the shop. In a 
little while, they came out together and 
drove away. Nada looked happy and as 
pretty as ever. 
| found Nada’s apartment and telephone 
number, called her and, to my surprise, 
he agreed to meet me at a corner drug 
store. When she walked in, my knees al- 
most gave way under me. I broke out in 
sweat. 
We spoke, and I asked her to forgive 
condition, but that I could not help 
wanting to see her after almost six years. 
Nada did not tell me she felt sorry for 
She did not need to. I could look into 
her sad eyes and tell. She asked me where 
I lived, and I told her I had no home. 
Do you have any money?” Nada asked. 
No,” I replied. 
‘Wait here a little while,” she said, 
I’ll get you some.” 
[ waited, and shortly Nada came back 
nd pressed a $10 bill into my hand. 
‘Take care of yourself, Louis,” she 
ed, “and please don’t drink anymore 


Key. 


begg 

[ wanted to put my arms around her 

ind kiss her. Not for the money, but be- 
suse she had come back to a bum. And 
he was gone. 

For some men, Nada’s act of kindness 
would have been enough to start them on 

new life. Not so with me. It was only a 
means to an end. The end was a pint of 
whiskey, which I bought, and spent the 
rest of the night riding the elevated train 
back and forth and brooding over my mis- 
spent life. 

\fter that, I went back on the merry-go- 
round of hoboing, drinking and panhan- 
dling across the country: Iowa, Montana, 
Minnesota. At various times, I tried going 
in business for myself, so to speak; run- 
ning a dice game, or turning bootlegger. 
sut I guess I wasn’t the executive type. 
Vy buddies and I drank up all the profits. 
I was better at panhandling—begging for 
food, clothing, money, a place to stay. 
Often, the place to stay was jail when a 
railroad cop would catch me hopping on 
or off a freight, or like the time I tried to 
put the bite on a plainclothes policeman 


Sometimes, in my brief moments of so- 
. | would make a little prayer to 
God, asking him to keep me alive. But I 
wasn’t doing much to help him. 

Now that I think back, I realize I must 
have begged enough money with a pitiful 
story and an honest face to buy my mother 
a home and car. I was sure to make $15 
and some days as much as $25. 
On the rare occasions that I sent money 
home to mother, I always almost beat the 
letter home to get it back. It takes a lot 
ey to stay half drunk every day. 

But I was a successful beggar. My best 
story was to tell a person I was a long 
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way from home, maybe like Arkansas, 
Georgia or Alabama. Sometimes, I would 
guess the person’s home state, and claim 
to be from there. Then I was almost sure 
to get a handout. I even learned the names 
of well-known people and streets in the 
Southern towns to make my stories ring 
true. Once a fellow bought me a suit and 
an overcoat in a pawnshop because he 
thought I was from his hometown. I sold 
them within a few hours. After all, you 
can’t panhandle in a nice suit and coat. 

I learned all the tricks of the beggar’s 
trade, a trade that is bread and butter to 
the unskilled alcoholic. I could fake in- 
jury, illness or whatever would bring a 
cash handout. I learned of the little com- 
munity houses and social agencies that are 
soft touches for the alcoholic who pre- 
tends a desire to do better. 


HE YEARS ROLLED AWAY, and I 

acquired new and colorful hobo friends, 
like Barney Google, Doe Belly and Nappy 
Chin. I was also acquiring other things: 
illness from long years of drink, and a 
record of admittance to a variety of state 
hospitals. But even long weeks in a psy- 
chopathic ward (although I was never psy- 
chopathic) failed to stop my drinking. 

During that time, I kept constant com- 
pany with the dreaded D.T.’s—delirium 
tremens, an alcohol-induced, nightmarish 
malady. Under an attack, you feel as if a 
stick is broken off in both ear drums. Your 
heart strains as if it is about to burst. 
Colored elephants, little men, and snakes 
dance on the walls before your eyes. Then 
you feel the snakes in bed with you, crawl- 
ing across your stomach. You are certain 
you are about to die. I know the nightmare 
well. I lived it a half-dozen times. 

Slowly, I knew I was reaching a crucial 
point in my life. Drink was ravaging and 
crippling my body. I was reduced now to 
living in a hobo jungle with Doe Belly, 
Barney Google, Nappy Chin, a former doc- 
tor who had lost his license because of 
drinking, and a dozen or so other charac- 
ters. We lived out of doors, cooking what 
we could beg or steal. We were too drunk 
to be ashamed. 

Finally, one day Doe Belly lay on the 
ground too sick to move. Even Doc could 
recall enough of his medical experience to 
know how ill he was. 

“Get him to the hospital quick,” Doc 
snapped. “He’s going into D.T.’s” 

Nappy Chin hailed a car and the driver 
agreed to take Doe Belly to a hospital. 
We sent the best-dressed man among us— 
a fellow called the Harlem Express be- 
cause of his quickness in hustling a drink 
—to go with Doe Belly. The Harlem Ex- 
press wore no shirt or socks beneath a 
new overcoat that was dragging the 
ground. He had stolen it the day before. 

The next day, we got the news: Doe 
Belly had died from the D.T.’s. Our 
preacher preached a sad sermon, and 
Shame On Me and Barney Google cried. 
Then one of the boys stole a case of whis- 
key and we all got plastered. 


Weeks later, I noticed that Barney 
Google’s feet were swelling and his eyes 
were unusually bloodshot. “You’re sick.” 
I told him, “Why don’t you go to the hos. 
pital?” 

“If I go to the hospital,” said Barney, 
“T will never get back.” 

He was right. While we slept in a mov- 
ing van that night, Barney began to groan, 
and we got him to a hospital. He died 
there the next day with the D.T.’s. 

A week later, Nappy Chin died of the 
same thing in a county hospital. He came 
from a nice family, and they gave him a 
big funeral. Some of the gang went to see 
him, and they said he looked like a rich 
man laid out in his coffin, cleaner than he 
had been in many moons. They hardly 
knew him. 

I was scared now, real scared. Alcohol 
was killing my buddies. It was coming 
after me. I begged police to take me back 
to the hospital. When I was released 
weeks later, I found that two more of my 
buddies had died. 

Now I turned to God in earnest. I went 
to a Catholic church and told my troubles 
to a priest, and prayed to the Blessed Vir- 
gin Mary. 

A few months later, in September, 1954. 
I made my last trip to a state hospital. It 
was a place to which I had been many 
times before and knew many faces. I had 
prayed to God to help me, and now I began 
to feel that help. Before, I had never really 
been willing to give up drink, but now I 
was ready. I had had enough. 

When I told my friends at the hospital 
goodbye in January of 1955, they laughed: 
“You'll be back, Louis.” I looked at them 
and laughed back, and I knew right then 
I had won a great battle. The superin- 
tendent told me as I left, “You can make 
it, Louis, just don’t take the first one.” 

I rode away from the hospital with my 
mother and my cousin, Jack, in his new 
car. There was a lump in my throat as I 
thought of all the suffering I had brought 
my mother through 20 years of drunken- 
ness. How could I ever repay her? 
“Mother, it is all over,” I told her with 
tears in my eyes, “I give you my word, | 
will never drink again.” 

It was quiet as we rode along the high- 
way, past the graveyard where the tomb- 
stones seemed extra large to me. I knew 
I had cheated death more than once. I 
looked, and I thanked Ged for answering 
my prayers. 

But the long years of drink have taken 
their toll. Today, I am unable to work 
much because of a nervous stomach. But 
I have learned for the first time in 20 
years the simple pleasures of seeing a 
baseball game or a movie, or of going to 
a park on a sunny day, or of eating Christ- 
mas dinner at home. 

Now, I tell my story in the hope that it 
will help some young person about to 
make the wrong step onto the road to ex- 
cessive drinking. Alcohol ruined my life. 
And without God’s help, it would have 
taken it. THE END 
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Not Good Enough For Her 


(Continued from Page 29) 


up by getting rip-roaring drunk. 

When I finally staggered home, I could 
see that Rita had been crying again. But 
she didn’t say anything, just put me to 
bed. Her silence was worse than any angry 
words could have been, and after a 
miserable weekend, I decided to give it 
one more try. 

I could have saved myself the trouble. 
I was a flop. Not even the thought of Rita 
could make me feel any better. At noon 
I went home, tossed my briefcase into a 
corner and packed a bag. I still had some 
of the money Big Ned had given me, so I 
got a hotel room and settled down with a 
fifth of whiskey to forget the whole thing. 

By night time, I was still trying to forget. 
Then I decided I needed company, so I 
phoned Tico. By the time the bellboy 
brought another bottle and some ice, Tico 
was there. 

“My poor Arnie,” she said after I told 
her what had happened. “They try to 
make you something you are not, eh? 
Work—bah! You do not need to work. 
Only play.” 

I tried to work up to her cheerful at- 
titude, but didn’t make much headway. 
Every time I looked at Tico I saw Rita, 
only Tico’s face was smiling invitingly 
and Rita’s face was full of contempt for a 
quitter. I was drinking too hard and too 
fast to be good company for even a willing 
companion as Tico, and finally I passed 
out. 


TERRIFIC POUNDING awakened 
*% me and although most of it seemed to 
be in my throbbing head, it was someone 
knocking on the door. Before I could get 
to my feet, the door swung open and there 
stood Rita. Beside her was the desk clerk, 
nervously fumbling with the pass key in 
his hand. 

“You shouldn’t have come here,” I 
shouted. “Why didn’t you leave well 
enough alone?” 

Rita’s eyes flashed at me _ angrily. 
“You’re my husband, aren’t you?” She 
caught sight of Tico sitting on the bed, 
rubbing the sleep out of her eyes. “As 
for you—!” Rita jerked Tico to her feet 
and gave her a shove towards the open 
door. “You stay away from Arnie or I'll 
slap a warrant on you so fast you'll be in 
jail before the ink on it is dry.” She 
tossed Tico’s high-heeled pumps out into 
the hall and slammed the door behind her. 

“I'm not worth it, Rita,” I moaned, 
holding my aching head in my hands. “I’m 
not a salesman. I’m not much of anything. 
I've told so many lies I don’t even know 
what’s true any more. All I know is that 
I love you and always will. I guess that’s 
the reason I tried so hard to be respectable. 
And that’s why I decided to leave you.” 


She stood looking at me, making no 
move to come near me. “You say you love 
me. That’s all I want to know. Do you 
think I'd be here if I didn’t feel the same 
way about you, or if I didn’t think you 
were worth fighting for?” She sat down 
on the edge of the bed and I thought she 
was going to cry. But she didn’t. 

She said, “Sure, I got a jolt when I 
found out from your friends today what 
you used to be like. But I think you can 
be anything you make up your mind to be.” 

“Anything except a salesman,” I said 
bitterly. 

“Even that! I don’t know anything 
about selling and neither do you, but to- 
gether we'll make at least one pretty good 
salesman or die trying!” 

“Together?” I stared at her, wondering 
what was going on behind those deter- 
mined-looking eyes. 

When I found out, I had to blink hard 
to keep back the tears. We left the hotel 
and stopped at a restaurant, where Rita 
dosed me with tomato juice, aspirin and 
half a dozen other hangover cures. It was 
morning then, so we got into her car and 
drove back to my route. 

Side by side we rang doorbells, climbed 
stairs and made our sales pitch. Trial and 
error, hit and miss at first, then we began 
to click. Then we split up, Rita taking one 
side of a street and I the other. By the 
time we called it quits for the day, the 
two of us had done better than I had done 
in an entire week. 

Rita drove me back to the hotel and 
opened the car door. “I'll see you tomor- 
row morning,” she said. 

I searched her face, grim and unsmiling. 
But her eyes were soft and shining. “You 
moved out because you thought you weren’t 
good enough for me,” she said. “You can 
move back when you know you are.” 

I went to my room and dragged myself 
wearily to bed, hoping I’d read the look 
in her eyes correctly. I was dead tired and 
my feet ached, but I think I was smiling 
when I dropped off to sleep. 

The next day we went out again. And 
the next day. And always, Rita was right 
there, bucking up my spirits, encouraging 
me and keeping me plodding along until 
finally I learned to stand alone. 

Sure, there were times when I longed 
for the good old days, the easy money. I 
even thought once about paying Tico a 
visit. But you can’t let a person down 
when their faith in you is big enough to 
bear backaches as well as heartaches; 
when their love is strong enough to share 
failure as well as success. 

Tomorrow I’m checking out of the hotel. 
I can’t say positively that I’m good enough 
for my wife, but I know some day I will 


be because she’s good forme. THE END 
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I Drove Him To Sin 


(Continued from Page 24) 


“T’ll have him here any time you say.” 

A short time later I was heading for 
home, still trying to pull myself together 
after the stunning shock I'd received. I'd 
been called to the school board office with- 
out the faintest idea what it was all about. 
When I arrived, I was told to wait outside 
for a few minutes. I took a seat and a 
short time later the door to the main office 
opened and a girl came out. 

She was a tall, well-built girl, dressed 
in a sweater and skirt that displayed a 
figure that was mature in every respect. I 
got only a glimpse of her long blonde hair 
and heavily made-up face, and it was hard 
to tell whether she was a girl of 18 or a 
woman of 21. 

I suddenly remembered that Matt had 
mentioned a white girl in his class who was 
a problem student. The brief glance I'd 
gotten at her switching hips as she went 
out the door made me certain this was the 
girl. Anger burned inside me. If she was 
making trouble for Matt... ! 

She was making trouble, all right, but 
I never dreamed of walking inte such a 
mess of trouble as I did that day. The 
school board was very polite and consid- 
erate when I was finally ushered in. They 
told me that a very serious charge had 
been brought against my husband. 

I wanted to know why Matt wasn’t there 
to defend himself. They told me that he 
had been asked to be there, but had not 
shown up. Then they told me the thing 
that sent my head reeling—Marta, the 
white girl I’d seen leaving, had accused 
Matt of being intimate with her. 

Now, as I hurried home, all I could 
think of was having the satisfaction of 
hearing Matt’s indignant denial of such a 
ridiculous thing. I never for a moment 
doubted Matt’s innocence. He would never 
do anything to jeopardize his professional 
standing. More than that, he would never 
do anything that would give the enemies 
of the school board’s policy the slightest 
excuse to raise a row. 

I jumped out of the car almost before 
it rolled to a stop in front of the neat 
white cottage where Matt and I had lived 
for the past three years, and ran into the 
house. In the living room, a strange sight 
met my eyes. Matt was hunched over in 
the easy chair, an almost empty whiskey 
bottle on the floor beside him. 

“Matt! Matt, darling, what’s wrong?” 
I cried running to him and kneeling beside 
the chair. 

He turned his face to me, his bleary eyes 
red-rimmed and unseeing. He_ blinked 
stupidly at me and mumbled something. 
I had never seen Matt in such a state be- 
fore and I was speechless. 

Finally, as I stared in horror at him, he 
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managed to mutter, “I guess you’ve heard 
by now—heard how I messed up, but good. 
Wha’ you think of me now. Dolores?” 

I—I don’t know what to think, Matt,” 
I stammered. “Everything’s so confused.” 

Matt reached down for the bottle. I 
snatched it away from him. 

“You tell me what this is all about,” I 
demanded. “This is no time to be sticking 
your nose in a bottle.” 

Then I told him what I’d heard down at 
the school board office. I waited for him 
to say something. For a long time Matt 
just stared at me, then he grated, “If 
you're waiting for me to deny it, forget it. 
I’m guilty, all right. Guilty as hell.” 
gasped and all of a sudden my head 
whirled crazily and everything went black. 


— 


ee I came to, Matt was bending 
over me, rubbing my wrist. “Matt—” 

“No, you listen to me,” he said in a 
steady voice. “I know this hurts, but just 
remember it hurts me, too. I’m not going 
to make any excuses, but just do me one 
favor before you pass judgment on me— 
ask yourself how much of this is your 
fault.” 

“My fault?” I gasped. 

But Matt didn’t answer. He grabbed up 
his hat and stamped out. I heard the door 
slam, and I’ve never felt so alone before 
in my life. 

I sat on the floor, my face buried in the 
cushion of the chair for a long time, trying 
to make sense out of this awful thing 
that had ruined everything I had worked 
so hard for. Gradually, the inner turmoil 
subsided and I was able to think some- 
what more clearly. Matt had said it was 
partially my fault. What did he mean? 

I forced myself to think back. Could he 
have been refering to—? No! How could 
that have anything to do with what Matt 
had done? And now, it was more than 
the way he had ruined his career that 
angered me. It suddenly occurred to me 
that Matt had been unfaithful to me. He 
had broken his marriage vows. 

Then, guilt flooded through me. Hadn’t 
lignored those same vows? Made a mock- 
ery of our marriage? Was that what Matt 
meant? Had 1 failed him?—driven him 
to commit this awful sin? 

I loved Matt dearly, but I must admit 
that it was the idea of being married to a 
rising young professional man that gave 
me the greatest thrill as his wife. I found 
that I'd been prepared for everything about 
marriage—except love. I was a good cook, 
I loved to keep house and I prided myself 
on being a perfect hostess and doing every- 
thing to help my husband. 

But I soon discovered that Matt was an 
intense, ardent lover. Gn that score, I fail- 
ed him completely. His passion embar- 
tassed me. I thought it was vulgar and in- 
decent. Love and sex were two different 
things in my book, and I tried to avoid 
Matt’s advances. When my 
slight excuses did not discourage his love- 
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making, I submitted reluctantly. And each 
time, I felt ashamed and guilty afterwards, 

I tried to hide my true feelings from 
Matt, and he was patient with me. He 
tried to explain that it was right for a man 
and woman to be joined in physical love, 
that it was an important part of marriage. 
Besides, he pointed out, we both wanted a 
family. 

Yes, I wanted children, and that was 
the only thing that made my submission to 
Matt bearable. But as time passed and 
there was no sign of a family, I began to 
get worried. 

“I’m making enough now for us to af- 
ford a kid,” Matt said one day. “We could 
adopt a—” 

“T want children of my own,” I cut in. 
To myself, I recounted all the nights I 
had lain in his arms, tense and afraid, 
consoled only by the thought of the child 
we would someday have. To adopt a child 
would have meant I ‘suffered in vain. 

Finally, Matt and I both went to the 
doctor for complete examinations. My 
hopes soared when the doctor pronounced 
me physically perfect and able to bear 
children. 

Matt took me in his arms, smiling hap- 
pily. “See? All that worry for nothing. 
I'll get the results of my test in a few days 
and we'll get started on a family right 
away.” 


B UT that wasn’t the way it turned out. 

The surprising verdict came back— 
Matt was sterile. I can’t describe the ter- 
rible feeling of frustration and despair that 
swept over me when Matt broke the news. 
I stared at him, unable to grasp what he 
was trying to tell me. His shoulders sagged 
and lines of worry creased his face. His 
voice was apologetic. 

“I’m sorry, darling,” he said in halting 
tones. “I’m as stunned as you are. I 
never dreamed—” He ran a hand over his 
face. “I—I don’t know what to say, Do- 
lores,” he went on after a moment. “Noth- 
ing can be done about things like this. 
But it’s not my fault. The doctor says—” 

At that moment, nothing else mattered 
except my own disappointment. I didn’t 
stop to think how crushed and hurt Matt 
might be. I felt cheated and I wanted to 
hurt him. I lashed out blindly at him. 
“After all these months of trying,” I cried 
hysterically, “and now it turns out you 
can’t even be a father!” 

Matt flinched as though I’d slapped his 
face. But he gritted his teeth and said 
nothing. His silence only made me angrier. 

“You’re not even a man!” I screamed. 
I don’t know what else I blurted out in my 
emotional outburst, but it must have been 
pretty awful. The shame and hurt that 
clouded Matt’s face would have twisted my 
heart any other time. But all I could think 
of was that he had tricked me into satis- 
fying his desires. 

At first, Matt tried to calm me down, but 
I twisted out of his arms and locked my- 
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self in the bedroom. After that, neither 
one of us mentioned the subject again. We 
didn’t quarrel, but reached a silent agree- 
ment that Matt was not to make any more 
advances to me. 

He was even kinder and more consid- 
erate than before and I threw myself com- 
pletely into my household duties. I did a 
Jot of entertaining, mainly to keep occu- 
pied, but it also helped Matt become one 
of the best known teachers in town. So 
when it was decided to assign a few colored 
teachers to Hillside, Matt was the first 
chosen. 

Everything was going along beautifully 
as far as I was concerned. But one night, 
Matt called me as I went back to my bed- 
room. He had been sleeping in the room 
that was to have been our nursery ever 
since the big blow-up. 

“Dolores—I’ve been meaning to speak 
to you for some time now,” he said softly, 
in a coaxing voice. “Can’t we forget what 
happened and start over again? I mean— 
well, I need you, darling—TI want you.” 

He caught me in his arms and for a 
moment I was limp in his embrace. His 
eager lips were on mine, 
manding. My reaction was a surprise to 
me as much as it was to him. My mouth 
tingled from the force of his kisses and 
the blood pounded at my 
strange, exciting emotion gripped me mo- 
mentarily. But then he whispered hoarse- 
ly, “I want you, darling, and you want me, 
too. I can feel it.” 

I grew rigid in his arms. 
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Convenient Conscience 
I’m very modest and sedate 


I never kiss on my first date 

But then, if you are extra nice 

I might forget for once or twice. 
—Maude Harget 





broke the spell of my surrender. I strug- 
gled free and fled to the safety of my 
room. Long after I’d turned out the light 
I could hear him pacing the floor. I 
couldn’t sleep. What was the powerful de- 
sire that had broken through my reserve 
for a fleeting moment when Matt held me 
in his arms? 

Was I weak in almost giving in to his 
passion? I couldn’t find an answer, but I 
made up my mind that next time I would 
try to forget my fear of sex. I would let 
myself go. 

But there was no next time. Desire 
seemed to die out in Matt. A _ barrier 
sprang up between us, and although our 
lives continued much as before, any hint 
of physical attraction between us was in- 
stantly crushd in the rare instances when 
it appeared. 


But THE spark Matt had ignited re- 

fused to die out. And one night I 
swallowed my pride and went to him in his 
room. Now it was I who burned with sup- 


pressed desire. Matt made a gallant effort 
to match my rising emotion, but the night 
ended in humiliation and failure. At last, 
with a moan, Matt turned away from me. 

“I’m a man—I am a man,” he said, a 
sob in his voice. “And Ill prove it!” 

Now, as I crouched there on the floor, 
the echo of Matt’s footsteps still ringing 
in my ears, I realized that if he had done 
this evil thing it was only to prove to him- 
self that he was a man. That was what he 
meant when he said I was partly to blame. 
I knew that now and my heart cried out 
to him. 

My coldness had driven my husband to 
sin, yet it was I who was the real sinner. 
The fact that the girl Matt chose hap- 
pened to be white just made the situation 
more tragic, for now the whole integrated 
school system was in danger. 

Matt didn’t come home that night, a 
A thou- 
sand times I went over in my mind just 
how I would beg Matt’s forgiveness—if I 
And I prayed. 


night of tears and sorrow for me. 


ever got the chance. 

The next afternoon Dr. Owens of the 
school board came by the house. I hastily 
dashed cold water over my tear-stained 
face and went out to talk to him. 

“Mrs. Sears,” he said, “I’ve got good 
news. Where is your husband?” 

“I—I don’t know,” I said. “That is, he 
went out and hasn’t come back yet.” 

“Well, I can’t blame him for being up- 
set. All of us were,” he said. “But the girl, 
Marta, was picked up last night in a raid 
on a motel. The man with her confessed 
that he 
past three months.” 

My heart suddenly leaped. 
means—” 

“That means she can’t accuse your hus- 
band of leading her astray. She is actual- 
ly 20 years old and not a minor as she 
originally claimed. Your husband won't 
face any criminal charge.” 

“Oh, that’s wonderful!” 
Then I remembered. 
job?” 

Dr. Owens shook his head. “I’m afraid 
there’s nothing we can do but accept his 
resignation. After all, he was intimate with 
” He reached out and took my 
hand. “I’m sorry, Mrs. Sears.” 

I wanted to tell him that it was all my 


has been going with her for the 


“Then that 


I cried happily. 
“What about his 


a student. 


fault, but I knew I would save that for 
Matt. Losing his job would be a hard 
blow. But knowing that the new school 


policy would not be reversed because of 
his impulsive action helped to make 
amends. 

Today, Matt and I are living in an 
eastern city where he works in a labora- 
tory. He refused to even try for a teach- 
ing job. I know he misses teaching, and 
every day I pray for forgiveness for what 
I did to him. But we are making a new 
life. And although I have not yet over- 
come all my fears and inhibitions, together 


we are finding a new love. THE END 
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Masquerade For Love 


(Continued from Page 35) 


evening. It set off a chain of dates and 
within a month, we found ourselves “going 
steady” without ever planning to or dis- 
cussing it. 

When David asked me to marry him, it 
was as if he were discussing a business 
merger. He said that now that he knew 
me, he didn’t see how he was going to 
stand ever not knowing me, that he loved 
me and shuddered to think that maybe 
someone else would come along and take 
me away. He said that he didn’t see how 
he was going to make that fortune, after 
all, unless I married him. 

It was an odd sort of proposal, but none- 
theless exciting. Frankly, I had sensed it 
coming and there was just one fear I had 
about saying I would marry David. I could 
tell, because I knew the way he thought, 
that two business careers in David’s house- 
hold wouldn’t work. I’d been trying to de- 
cide whether I was willing to give up mine 
to become David’s wife. David seemed to 
sense my thoughts. 

“T don’t see why becoming Mrs. Year- 
wood would prevent you from carrying 
through all your other plans,” he said 
quietly. 

I knew that he was sincere—or that he 
thought he was—but I also knew that 
things wouldn’t work out that way. 

“T’d rather be the assistant to the as- 
sistant manager of Hobbs Realty any day 
than to be the biggest beautician in New 
York,” I said soberly. 

All that was needed to seal the contract 
was a kiss. It was the kind of kiss that 
only people about to get married ought to 
exchange. 


IX MONTHS LATER, I quit Fran’s 

beauty shop. David and I got married 
in Maryland and came back to a beautiful 
little apartment we had selected and fur- 
nished. 

If I had thought I was marrying a man 
who was conservative about love, I learned 
differently on our wedding night. Trem- 
bling in David’s arms, I knew the very es- 
sence of deep passion and was overpow- 
ered willingly, exalted by his loving. 

“Oh, David,” I sighed, somewhere during 
those lovely hours between night and dawn, 
“You’re so wonderful.” 

I had never felt so secure in my life— 
nor so fulfilled. 

“It will always be like this, won’t it 
dear?” he asked me, brushing my lips with 
a kiss. 

“It always will,” I said. 

It was like that for years—interesting, 
exciting years. We were so together in 
everything. I gave David a restful, pretty 
home, always spic and span. I helped him 
with his constant studying and his devel- 
oping of his real estate knowledge. I built 


up friendly contacts in our neighborhood, 
some of which turned out to be good for 
his business. When David was promoted to 
manager of the office, I could feel, truth. 
fully, that I had earned the right to be 
called his business partner. This was only 
progress toward the real goal, however. In 
our bank, the savings were mounting im. 
pressively. When we got ready to open the 
Yearwood Realty Company, we’d be cush- 
ioned to work along until we could put the 
business on a paying basis. When we fin- 
ally did open the business, for both of us, 
it was a splendid dream come true. That 
was five years ago. It seemed that every- 
thing David touched, after the doors of his 
swank real estate office were opened, turn- 
ed to gold. 

“Our baby is growing by leaps and 
bounds,” he’d tell me happily whenever a 
big deal was turned or an addition made 
to the staff. 

Referring to the business as our baby 
was our way of kidding the subject that 
there weren’t ever going to be any real- 
life babies in our household. It was sad 
news for David when the doctors confirmed 
that I couldn’t have a child. I regretted it 
deeply too, but not as much as David. For, 
in spite of our wonderful man and wife 
relationship, I had nursed for years the 
fear of becoming unattractive to my hus- 
band. Somehow, I believed that giving 
birth to children would almost certainly 
deprive me of my slim figure, put the lines 
of age in my face. David was a splendid 
specimen of a man. His trim, youthfully 
athletic body hadn’t changed a bit over 
the years. He seemed to glow more and 
more, a vital, exciting man. I wanted to 
stay young with him. I was afraid that if I 
changed, I would lose him. 

Much of my life was spent in the beauty 
salons which keep women youthful-look- 
ing. I invested money in every new beauty 
aid which made extravagant claims about 
skin loveliness. My dressing table was an 
arsenal of these weapons. I went out for 
tennis, joining a club of women, most of 
them a few years younger. 

David used to kid me about my ali-too- 
obvious efforts to hold on to loveliness of 
face and form. He used to kiss me and say 
how extravagant I was with his money 
and unnecessarily so—because I could 
never be anything but beautiful to him— 
even old, tottering and gray. 

“Don’t play like that,” I’d tell him, 
shuddering at the thought. “I never want 
to get old and gray. When I’m beginning 
to do that, I want to die.” 

I really wanted to die when David and 
I had our first quarrel. He came home 
from the office early one afternoon, all 
fired-up with an inspiration. A woman 
from an adoption home had been canvass- 
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1 selected group of business men and 

d spent two hours talking to David that 
ting. My husband was all steamed up 
r the idea of our adopting a child. 

But, David,’ I demanded, amazed. 

Vhatever for? Aren’t we perfectly hap- 
the two of us. My God, I just can’t 
:yself playing nursemaid to a child— 
cially someone’s else’s—God knows 

child. It would mean all sort of 
venience. I never could see how peo- 
an love some strange baby that isn’t 
anyhow.” 

David was looking at me, horror-struck. 
We were strange when we met, weren’t 
larling?” he asked in a strained, hurt 

“We've grown to love each other, 
t we?” 

But that’s different—” I began. 

He gave me a long look, so cold it made 
liver. 

ver mind,” he told me. “It was only 

I just didn’t realize that it would 
venience you so, make you give up 
ridge and tennis and all those beau- 
itments.” 

[ begged and pleaded to be understood. 

hysterical and accused David of tor- 
ne. I was stubborn clean through 

; point. I wasn’t going to have some 
yman’s baby to tie me down. David 
tened to my raving and then he 


delivered the crushing blow. 


ist a declaration of truce. 
lk more about the business. In fact, 


lar ilied 


} know, darling, you’re getting to 
sitively haggard trying to find the 

of youth.” . 
We didn’t speak to each other for days, 


nd when we did finally make up, it was 


David didn’t 


cely talked. And when he hired 


irva Thomas as his new secretary, I 


dn’t even know about it until one of my 


club “buddies” suggested sweetly at 
ting that I should be more careful 
allowing my husband to be tempted 
striking-looking office personnel. 
| and I quarrelled about that—the 
hat he hadn’t told me his old secre- 
espectable, gray-haired lady, had 
\My husband virtually told me to run 
> home and he’d run the business. That 
he added, if I had the time with all 
tt er ac tivities. 


AST QUARREL took place three 


half-months ago when I did some- 


iing purely to defy David. He had always 


ed my long, thick hair, always talked 
played with it, running his hands 

gh it—in the old days. 

One hot summer day, standing in front 
irror, | began visualizing myself 
iort, attractive bob. So many of 

the tennis bunch were getting 

shop of a sensational, new 
Maurice. Cutting my _ hair 
two or three years off my looks, 


decided. Furthermore, the way David 
nd I were estranged, it could hardly make 


difference to him, I told myself. 


Actually, I knew that nothing could in- 
furiate my husband more. Maybe I was 
hoping to gain his attention by making 
him angry. Maybe I was starved for his 
old tenderness and felt that even his anger 
would be better than the cold war going 
on daily between us. Whatever the reason, 
I took the plunge. I called Maurice and 
made an appointment for the hair bob. 

When David came home the night I had 
my hair cut, he took one look at me and 
said in the nastiest tone I’d heard from 
him: “You’re still trying, aren’t you?” 

I raged, I ranted. I insulted. I cried. 
But David didn’t say another word. He 
just sat there, in his armchair, reading his 
paper. When I’d lapsed into defeated sil- 
ence, he got up, went up to his room, 
dressed and went out. From that night 
on—and he didn’t come home that night 
at all—we scarcely spoke. There were 
hints out too that David was playing 
around—little half-insinuations made at 
bridge and at tennis. His frequent over- 
night absences from home confirmed what 
I suspected. Now, my friend Irene had let 
the cat out of the bag. 

I went to make another highball. 

In the process of mixing the drink, I 
heard the front door bell. I wanted to 
swear. I was in no mood to be entertain- 
ing anyone. It was probably a peddler. 
My eyes went big with astonishment when 
I looked through the peephole and saw my 
doorway decorated by none other than the 
very decorative Marva Thomas. I thought 
I must be going out of my mind. What 
could this two-timing little slut want, com- 
ing to my home? Had David actually had 
the nerve to send his office mistress to our 
home on some errand? If she or David 
wanted trouble, if they wanted to see how 
unladylike I could get to be, they were 
going to find out, but fast. 

I flung the door open. 

“To what do I owe the rare pleasure 
and privilege of this visit?” I spat out 
uglily before she could speak. 

The brazen hussy wasn’t shaken. She 
smiled at me sweetly. 

“May I come in, Mrs. Yearwood?” she 
asked. 

“Oh yes, of course.” I responded with 
elaborate sarcasm. “Come right in. Was 
there something else you wanted from 
me?” 

Marva Thomas walked in as I watched 
her indignantly. She stood in the center 
of the living room, facing me calmly. 

“Mrs. Yearwood, I’ve come to ask you 
to help me save my job,” she informed me. 

“What’s wrong?” I blazed. “Haven't 
you been doing your after-hours duty 
well?” I was about to pile on another 
nasty remark when I was shocked to notice 
glistening tears in the girl’s eyes. I had 
to get to the bottom of this ridiculous 
situation immediately. 

“Please sit down,” I invited her coldly. 

She sat and began talking in a scared, 
nervous way. 

“I know what you think, Mrs. Year- 
wood,” she told me. “You're not the only 


one who believes I am trying to take your 
husband. The boy I want to marry, thinks 
it too. I know there’s been a lot of talk 
going around town because Mr. Yearwood 
and | have spent some time together at the 


office after hours, because we’ve been 
seen together at dinner. It is true [| 
have been seeing your husband—but not 
for the reason you think. It’s all been in 
the interests of friendship and because he’s 
so in love with you and so lonely.” 

I stared at the girl, unbelieving. An in- 
definable instinct told me that she was 
speaking out of perfect sincerity. 

“It’s true, Mrs. Yearwood,” she con- 
tinued. “I don’t know how many hours 
I’ve spent, listening to the boss talk about 
you and how wonderful your marriage used 
to be and how much he loves you and 
how terrible things have become between 
you. If he knew I was here right now, 
saying these things, he’d feel horribly be- 
trayed because he’s a very proud and stub- 
born man. But I figured this might 
be the last, desperate chance I’d have to 
maybe get things straight.” 

For the next half-hour, listening in a 
humbled mood, I learned some facts which 
proved what a foolish, blind selfish woman 
I had been. Marva Thomas didn’t pull a 
punch. She let me have it straight from 
the heart. I had wounded David terribly 
by my attitude about adopting a child. I 
had repulsed him by my idiotic efforts to 
become something I wasn’t—by seeking to 
masquerade behind things I’d_ believed 
would preserve my youth and his love. The 
tennis, the bridge, the short hair-cut 
weren't the things to hold David’s love. 
David wanted me to be just me—the “just 
me” he’d always loved. Somehow, in my 
foolish heart, I'd always known but re- 
fused to face the truth. Hearing it from 
the courageous lips of this lovely girl, I 
recognized it beyond doubt. 

Not only had I nearly wrecked my mar- 
riage, but also, by driving David to seek 
the confidence of this girl who he leaned 
on as a real friend, I had hurt Marva too. 
Understandably, her boy friend had mis- 
interpreted the long heart-to-heart talks 
she had been having with David, the times 
she had gone to dinner with him because 
his home was such a miserable place to 
come to. Her boy friend had demanded 
that she give up her job. 

My eyes were wet when Marva finished 
but I knew I had a new lease on life. 

“How about phoning that jealous young 
man of yours and inviting him to come by 
for a few minutes so two fools in love can 
compare notes,” I asked. “Please stay, 
Marva. I want to tell you about some plans 
I have—plans like letting my hair grow 
back the way it was and having a serious 
talk with that adoption agency. Plans like 
acting my age and making my man 
happy.” 

I was happy already. The masquerade 
THE END 


was over, 
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POKER TABLE 


LOVE 


I knew what Jeff Connors was when I married him and 


I never complained—not until his luck faded and the 


money vanished. Then I turned out to be a quitter. 


MADE INU. Ss 4 


HE TAXI WAS speeding me to City 

Hospital when my life with Jeff Con- 
nors began flashing through my mind. We 
had been married only three years when I 
left him because he refused to give up 
gambling and take a steady job. I wanted 
him to give it up so much that I didn’t 
care what I did to persuade him. And in 
the process I hurt him, my two-year-old 
son, and myself. Now, I was praying it 
wasn’t too late. 

But maybe it was too late. Jeff was in 
City Hospital when I got the news that 
he had been hit by a speeding truck. Time 
seemed to go slower than ever and it ap- 





peared that Timmy, our son, and I would 
never arrive in time. 

“Can’t you go any faster?” I asked the 
driver. 

“I’m over the limit now, lady,” he blurt- 
ed back in the typical big city manner 
that gave hint of annoyance. But several 
minutes later we pulled to a screeching 
halt and I paid the cabbie and bounded 
up the hospital stairs with Timmy madly 
racing behind me. I didn’t stop until I 
reached the reception desk. The nurse on 
duty was expecting me. 

“You must be Mrs. Connors,” she said. 


By now tears were streaming down my 
face and I couldn’t even answer her. My 
throat was all choked up and a lump as 
big as a watermelon was banging away 
inside my stomach. I nodded yes. 

“Mr. Connors is in the operating room 
now,” she informed me. “You may go to 
the fourth floor waiting room and the doc- 
tor will see you as soon as he’s able.” 

I couldn’t even ask how Jeff was. I just 
grabbed. Timmy’s hand and we walked 
slowly to the elevator and rode to the 
fourth floor. It was about 3 A.M. when we 
arrived and we were the only ones in the 
waiting room that night. As I waited for 
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word of Jeff’s condition, all I could think 

f was that he would never be in that room 

if | had not been so selfish; if I had not 
demanded so much while giving so little; 
if I had only acted like an adult woman 
instead of a silly, hurt schoolgirl who 
couldn’t have her way. 
When I married Jeff, I knew I was mar- 
ng a gambler. I guess I married him 
e out of fascination than love. But I 
1 came to love Jeff with every breath 
life that was in my body. And now, in 
hour of tragedy, I cry out in agony 
because | fear that I have walked out once 
too often and find it too late to go back 
home 

That’s how it was with me—a prissy- 

ed. self-centered wench who had every- 

in life and thought that wasn’t 
igh; who had everything her own way 
| was too selfish to believe anyone else’s 
of life was right or good. But we all 

learn. I did! 

\ny woman can point a finger at a cer- 
tain man and say to herself: that’s the kind 

man I’m going to marry—but she sel- 

Her ideals can be sound and 

erand and glorious; her mother could have 

taught her to select a man with good hair, 
light skin and of sound background so her 

lren might have straight or curly hair, 
the hue of a mulatto and a natural instinct 
for courtesy. Still, I learned that none of 
can really determine the course of 
true love. ; 

Maybe now I have lost my love, but at 
least I have loved. And I found that love is 
ficient to itself, that it knows no boun- 
set patterns, no prerequisites 

| conditions. It just happens—at any 
time to anyone. 

[ always listened to mother. Her teach- 
[ thought, were always right because 
picked” Dad as she tried to have me 

pick a man. Her marriage has lasted more 

than 20 However, there comes a 

time when a girl forgets all she was taught 

ind lets her feelings govern her actions. 

That’s how it was with me when I met, fell 

> and married Jeff Connors—a gam- 

bler who loved the life he made for him- 

f with a pair of dice or a deck of cards. 

Jeff was considered one of the best of 
the professional gamblers in town. Tall, 
thin and handsome—that was Jeffery Con- 
when I first heard of him. His back- 
ground was one that comes from a merger 
of both sides of the tracks. His father, a 
refugee from Mississippi and a truant from 

chool since he was in the sixth grade, was 

a hustling bellhop, honest, but still a hus- 

tler who made his living on tips and favors. 

Jeff's mother was a two-year college girl, a 

WPA teacher, a sedate woman who, al- 

though falling in love with a man below 

her ordinary standards, longed to maintain 
the high position and status she had always 
enjoyed in their community. 

Both maintained their special circle of 
friends and, seldom did the two cross the 
80 
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line. Thus it was inevitable that when Jeff 
was born, he was to be the product of two 
different worlds and his associates would 
run the gamut from pimp and gambler to 
teacher and physician. 

Jeff met bellhops, waiters, porters, cab- 
bies, nightclub owners and gamblers—all 
from his father’s side of the tracks. To 
them, he was a chip off the old block, a 
right and regular guy who could shuffle 
a deck of cards or roll the galloping domi- 
noes with the best. 

Because of his mother, Jeff knew those 
from the other side, the acceptable side 
of the tracks, too. Most of these had al- 
ready made a solid life for themselves in 
the community. And they figured Jeff 
would enter a profession comparable to 
the position his mother held in the com- 
munity. A good number of people were 
really shocked when Jeff quit school dur- 
ing his junior year at college and took to 
gambling. 

Despite Jeff’s quitting school, he lost 
very few friends; many, instead, admired 
him for having enough spunk to disregard 
tradition and do what he wanted. I re- 
member Jeff once telling me, “Sue, a man’s 
got only one life. If he can’t live it the 
way he best sees fit, then he’d have been 
better off never having been born.” 

Now Jeff wasn’t the unconventional type 
of man, by no means. It’s just that he 
didn’t want his life planned for him by 
others. “If I want to be a doctor or lawyer,” 
Jeff once remarked, “I’d be one!” 

Tradition to Jeff was a way of taking 
away a man’s freedom, often destroying 
initiative, ingenuity and originality. Jeff 
had very little to say of those who entered 
the tried. and proven professions merely 
because they provided comfortable living. 
“Then the adventure of taking a chance 
is gone,” he would say. 


WAS TWENTY-TWO when I first met 

Jeff. I was teaching English at Sum- 
nerville High School. Jeff's nephew was 
star quarterback on the football team. 

It was at the traditional Thanksgiving 
game between Sumnerville and Richmond. 
The stadium was filled with screaming 
teenagers, parents, and partisan fans. I 
was to go to the game with another teach- 
er, but at the last moment she phoned 
and said she was unable to make it be- 
cause of a bad cold. I went alone and 
pushed my way to a seat on the coveted 
50-yard line. It was cold that day, so half 
way through the first quarter, two men 
seated next to me who had gotten quite 
loused with whiskey, started getting both- 
ersome, leaning on me and getting fresh, 
when I squirmed away. I was looking for 
another seat nearby when a stranger leaned 
over from behind. 

“There’s room up here for you if you 
want to escape those bores,” he said. 


I looked around and there was Jeff, ex. 
tending his hand to help me to the seat 
next to him. Without saying anything at 
first, I accepted. I thanked him and that 
was all we said for a while. 

“My name’s Jeffery Connors,” he said, 
introducing himself as he rose to see if 
Sumnerville completed an attempted for. 
ward pass. They did! 

“That kid, Bob Wright, is All-America 
bound if he pulls this game out of the fire.” 

“You know him?” I asked. 

“He’s my nephew,” said Jeff, sitting 
back down. “He’s the best quarterback 
in Sumnerville’s history. Even Ollie Tucker 
wasn’t any better.” 

Of all the names I should have known, 
Ollie Tucker’s was one. However, the 
blank look on my face gave me away. 

“You mean you haven’t heard of ‘Slam- 
min’ Ollie,’ the passing terror of Ol’ Sum- 
nerville?” 

Just then a long thunderous cheer went 
up and the entire stadium was on its feet, 
hysterically mad! Jeff’s nephew was away 
on a touchdown run. 

“Eighty-six yards if an inch!” yelled 
Jeff. “Look at him shift, cut back and 
squirm!” 

That run tied the score at 14-14 and 
Sumnerville later went on to win, 28-14, 

“You know football pretty well,” I told 
Jeff. “Ever play?” 

“I’ve hardly even touched a ball,” Jeff 
replied. “But I’m a sucker for a good 
game, especially when Sumnerville’s play- 
ing.” 

“Traditional sentiment?” 

“Call it that if you want. I used to 
cover sports for the school paper and got 
to liking this game.” 

We began pushing our way through the 
crowd, heading for the street. “You never 
told me your name,” Jeff shouted, his voice 
almost drowned out by the noise of happy 
Sumnerville fans, rejoicing over their vic- 
tory. 

“Tt’s Sue Porter,” I shouted back, finally 
getting to the street where we could hear 
each other somewhat better. 

“I’m not in the habit of picking up girls 
at football games,” Jeff said, “but as long 
as we have become acquainted, let’s be 
friends. Okay?” 

“Sure,” I said. “Why not?” 

“How about some coffee to kill the 
chill?” 

We had our coffee and Jeff continued to 
talk about football, and his nephew, who, I 
told him, was in my English class at Sum- 
nerville. 

“Young to be teaching, aren’t you?” Jeff 
asked. 

“Tt’s my first year here.” 

“Where you from?” 

“Baltimore.” 

“Lousy city.” 

“That's why I left.” 

I let Jeff drive me home and when he 
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asked me if he could phone me sometime, 


Jtold him he could. 


— DAYS after the game I was 
back at school. I remember mention- 
ing the game, and meeting Jeff Connors, 
to one of my girl friends during lunch. It 
was then I discovered he was a profes- 
sional gambler, and the thought of it made 
me sick. 

That evening when I arrived home, my 
aunt and uncle, with whom I was staying 
until I found an apartment of my own, 
told me I had received a call from Jeff. I 
shuddered at first, wondering if they knew 


it was Jeff Connors, the notorious gam- 
bler, who called. 
While watching television that night 


Jeff called again. I thought of having my 
aunt tell him I wasn’t home, but I knew 
that would result in some questions I 
didn’t feel like answering, and thus make 
a problem out of something that did not 
exist. On my way to the phone I had made 
up my mind to tell Jeff not to call me 
again, that it would be a waste of time. 
But before I hung up the receiver, I found 
myself inviting Jeff to dinner that week- 
end. That started it! We began dating 
regularly, going to movies, stage shows, 
the legitimate theater, and even a few of 
the better class nightclubs. 

This went on for about four 
and all during that time Jeff never men- 
tioned his being a gambler. And I wasn’t 
going to ask him anything about it. I'd 
wait, I figured, until he wanted to tell me. 

Then one night Jeff called and said he 
wanted to talk to me. He sounded serious 
—as if he was on the verge of making a 
decision that could either break or make 
an affair. Jeff picked me up at home, and 
after a few moments of riding around, I 
consented to go by his apartment, sensing 
that he would be uneasy at my place. I 
could tell something was bothering Jeff. 
He didn’t say a word en route to his place. 

Jeff's three-room apartment was the 
typical bachelor type; pictures of beauti- 
ful women on the walls, a hi-fi standing in 
one corner of the living room, and a tele- 
vision set in another. His record collection 
was huge, ranging from old time blues to 
modern jazz. 

At first I thought Jeff would have made 
the true bachelor preparations for a lady 
visitor. But he didn’t play any music or 
have the table set with champagne and 
flowers—and the lights, well, he didn’t 
turn them down to give the room seduc- 
tive softness. 


months, 


I sat on the couch and Jeff fell heavily 
into an easy chair on the other side of the 
room. 

“Sue,” he stammered, “I’ve never be- 
fore cared what anyone thought of me, 
least of all, a woman.” 

I felt it coming and he gave it to me 
with all four barrels. 


“That is, until now. People say I’m a 
notorious man, Sue because I gamble for 
a living. You’ve known it, I guess, but you 
have never mentioned it or questioned me 
about it.” 

“If you wanted to tell me, Jeff, I knew 
you would when you got ready,” 

“T want you to know how I feel about 
this, Sue,” said Jeff as he got up out of 
the chair and slowly came over to where 
I was sitting. “If I didn’t love you, it 
wouldn’t matter so much. You would just 
be another woman.” 

That was the first time Jeff ever said he 
loved me, and he did my heart 
picked up an extra beat and my spine be- 
gan itching with a feeling you get when 
someone rubs a fuzzy peach against the 
back of your neck. It was a feeling I had 
never known before. But I liked it and 
didn’t want it to stop. Jeff continued to 
explain his way of life to me and, for the 


when 


first time. I really believed that here was 
a man who was sincere, who wasn’t trying 
to win my favor with a smooth line of talk. 
I knew then that I loved him—and had for 
some time. 

Soon I began looking at gambling as 
Jeff did—as an honest and good profession 
when played honestly. I soon felt there 
was no wrong in a man throwing a pair of 
dice for a point, or betting heavily on the 
turn of a card. 

At this moment I wanted Jeff to take me 
in his arms. I wanted the feel of his hands 
against my face and I wanted him to whis- 
per he loved me and stroke my hair. My 
eyes became watery as I took his head in 
my hands and kissed his lips. 

“Oh, Jeff! Jeff! I do love you. I do!” 

“Then it doesn’t matter that I’m a gam- 
bler?” 

“It doesn’t matter, darling, whatever you 
do as long as you’re the best and remain 
honest.” 

I could see a happy smile grow on Jeff’s 
lips. 

“How about a dance?” he asked. 

I nodded and he placed two Jackie 
Gleason long playing albums on the hi-fi 
and turned down the lights. The room 
filled with the sweet sound of I’m In The 
Mood For Love and took on a melancholy 
air. Jeff took my hand and pulled me into 
his arms and as I drew close to him I was 
shivering again with that fuzzy feeling. 
My body met his and our curves fitted like 
a jigsaw puzzle. 

Jeff didn’t say anything, but I could see 
in his eyes a love I had dreamed of pos- 
sessing. I felt it and he didn’t have to say 
anything. There was no need for words 
now. We both knew it. Before the first al- 
bum was half played we had danced into 
the bedroom. My head was still spinning. 
I closed my eyes as I grabbed him around 
the neck. And when he placed me on the 
bed I lay there in the dark, never opening 
my eyes to see where he was. His lips 


pressed hard against mine and moments 
later we were embraced by each other—so 
much so until I felt that there was no 
world outside of this room—that we were 
one and alone. 


WO DAYS LATER Jeff and I were 

married and I moved into his apart- 
ment. Of course, when I wrote Mom and 
Dad of the marriage and told them about 
Jeff, they were both terribly upset. How- 
ever, Dad soon accepted Jeff, but mother, . 
until this day, never got over the fact that 
I had married a gambler. 

Eleven months after our marriage I gave 
birth to Timmy. Until then things had 
been going good for us. I never criticized 
Jeff about gambling because, I guess, he 
had always had good luck and made a lot 
of money. We bought a home in a good 
neighborhood, set up a trust fund fer Tim- 
my and had a small bank account for our- 
selves, besides. . 

It was during our second year of mar- 
riage when Jeff’s luck started going bad. 
He was losing heavily at dice and cards. 
He couldn’t even win a dime at the race 
tracks and the wheels seemed to turn right 
for everybody except him. That year, I 
started hinting to Jeff to quit gambling be- 
fore we lost everything. I even suggested 
he get a steady job. With what we already 
had, I figured, life for us would be a 
breeze even if Jeff made only $100 a week. 

“IT can’t see things that way, Sue,” he 
would tell me. “My luck will change soon. 
I know it will.” 

As time went by and Jeff’s luck got con- 
sistently worse, I began to nag a little 
more, until soon we were constantly squab- 
bling. I knew Jeff resented that, but I felt 
I had to try and change him so we could 
hold on to what we had left. 

The bank account went first. Then the 
car and his diamond ring. Our arguments 
were now furious, when finally he came 
home one night and said he wanted to 
mortgage the house. 

He swore to me his luck was changing 
and wanted the money from the house for 
a big stake. When I threatened to take 
Timmy and leave, he backed down. The 
next morning, we didn’t say anything to 
each other until Timmy had left for school. 
Our arguments were already beginning to 
affect him and neither of us wanted this. 
But before either of us could say much to 
one another, Jeff walked out of the house. 
He had about $600 cash in his pockets 
from his previous night’s winnings. He 
figured on making a killing that day and 
needed a bigger stake. His luck may have 
been changing, but I didn’t want to take 
that chance. 

About three hours later, Jeff phoned me 
and wanted me to raise some quick cash 
and hurry over to the Green Door. 

“I’m winning, Sue,” he said, “but I need 
a few hundred more for a real killing.” 

I hung up the phone and as tears 
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1 


ied from my eyes, I told myself I’d 
im some money from somewhere, but 
ildn’t be home when he got there. I 


going to pack Timmy’s and my clothes 


» gone when Jeff got home. And even 
still wanted to sell the house, he 
I didn’t care any more. At least I 
ht I didn’t care. 
ent to my uncle and got $300 from 
telling him I wanted the money to 
Timmy back to Baltimore with me. 
en route to the Green Door, I took 
~welry Jeff had given me, including 
edding ring and pawned them for 
I put the $700 in an envelope with 
wn ticket and headed for the Green 
[ had been there once before when 
illed me to come and pick up $7,000 
fe keeping. 
emember that night very well. Jeff 
a lucky streak and was winning 
. When someone would have a pair 
ks, Jeff had queens. When someone 
; up, Jeff would catch three deuces. 
a player had a king in the hole and 
a king on the last card, Jeff had 
in the hole and caught the mate on 
turn. But that was when his luck 
0d 
I arrived at the place, Jeff had 
rd with the doorman that he was 
He took me to the back 
here Jeff and four others were deep 
me. The other games had stopped 
it appeared, Jeff and two others 
a showdown battle. I laid the en- 
with the money and pawn ticket in- 
1 the table by Jeff. He looked at it 
t opening it, then looked at me. 
How much did you 


ng me. 


nks, honey! 


1 have $700 there, Jeff,” I answered 
Then he went back to betting. 

\'t stay around long enough to find 
outcome. I ran out fast as I could 

ight a taxi home to pick up my 


in’t go to Baltimore as I had 
d. Instead, I was able to get my old 
1g post back and so I moved back 
aunt and uncle, who, even after 
taken place, were happy to have 
despite my lying to get 
rom them for Jeff. 


k home,” 


NEXT FEW MONTHS were the 
st for me. Even with Timmy 
without Jeff was empty and 
! longed to junk my pride and go 
him, no matter what. But I thought 
imbling and the hard times that I 
iccustomed to and fought against 
ng Jeff again. I had even thought 


1 lite 


ig a divorce, for surely no judge 
iil to grant me a divorce under the 
iunces. I wanted nothing from Jeff 
f he had it to give. I loved him 
ch. However, I guess I didn’t love 
igh. 

en called but I had told my aunt 


to always tell him I wasn’t home. or either 
that I didn’t want to speak to him. Soon 
he stopped calling and I never heard from 
him. Many of my old friends told me he 
had dropped out of sight. That is, he 
wasn’t around his old joints any more. 
Then one day I read in the local paper a 
story about a mine disaster that had killed 
thirty-three people. It was the most beau- 
tiful, yet tragic. story I had ever read. The 
description of the accident and of the peo- 
ple killed was so real that I glanced back 
under the headline to see who wrote it. 
The name was Jeff Connors. 

Jeff had always been a good writer, and 
he liked and knew people so much that 
he always wanted to be around them and 
meet interesting characters. 

Had Jeff stopped gambling? I asked 
myself. Had he really stopped? If he had, 
I knew it was because of his devotion and 
love for me. That’s how big his love was. 
How blind I was, I thought. I soon knew 
that Jeff's love for me was bigger and 
greater than my love for him, otherwise I 
never would have left him when the times 
were bad. It’s sharing the good times with 
the bad. I thought, that makes a love really 
strong. The good times are easy to take, 
the bad times test the bonds that tie a 
woman to a man. 

Now I wondered. since Jeff has taken a 
job and made good, did I realize too late 
my mistake. Did he find out that he could 
do better without me, as he did before? 
The thought of my foolish blunder made 
me shudder with disgust and fear. 

I knew then how much I needed Jeff 
—more than he needed me. I knew, too, 
how much I wanted him. I finally realized 
that I couldn’t live without him, but would 
he take me back? Would he want me as 
before? Maybe it was too late. Too late 
for love. Too late for anything. 

I had decided to live the rest of my life 
in misery, without Jeff. 


HE NEXT THREE or four months of 

my life were so miserable I often cried 
throughout the night. Even Timmy’s gen- 
tle hand on my head could not quell the 
hurt that was inside me. 

Jeff had stopped calling weeks ago, but 
I knew his whereabouts from time to time 
by his byline in the paper. I had made up 
my mind that I wasn’t going to saddle 
Jeff with an unappreciative, simple-minded 
girl again, even if he wanted me back. I 
knew what he was before I married him, 
and I ran out when the times got bad. I 
decided to take Timmy and visit the folk 
for a while in Baltimore, so I took another 
leave of absence from my teaching post. 

But in a few weeks, even Baltimore be- 
came a drag to me. so I left and came back 
to my “home without a man.” I even tried 
going out with others and that didn’t ease 
my mind any. Soon I stopped going any- 
where, alone or with a crowd. I'd take 
Timmy to church on Sundays, attend PTA 


meetings at his school and, once in a while, 
accompany him to the zoo. My life was al] 
for Timmy, now. I had no one else. and 
wanted no one except Jeff. But now [| 
couldn’t go to Jeff for fear he would not 
take me back, and if he did, I feared jt 
would be out of pity. 

Yet, who was I to deserve anything more 
than pity? I was really to be pitied be. 
cause I was weak and Jeff was strong, 
Even though I realized all this, I could 
not bring myself to solve my plight. | 
knew the problem and cause, but could 
not do anything about it. From here out, 
I knew I was to live in misery and self- 
shame as my punishment. What right did 
I have to expect a man I deserted to take 
me back after living on the fat of the land 
with him, then leaving him because he was 
a gambler with a streak of bad luck pla- 
guing him? What right did I have going to 
him, even to beg his forgiveness, after il- 
lustrating my lack of confidence in him, 
expecting him to change without my aid, 
my love and understanding? I did not 
want to wrong him again! 

I was never going to see Jeff again. Of 
that I was sure—until one day my uncle 
called me and said Jeff had been hit by 
a truck as he was crossing the street. He 
told me Jeff was near death in City Hos- 
pital, and I knew I had to go to him, no 
matter what. 

All of this came back to me as I waited 
for Jeff to be rolled out of the operating 
room, dead or alive. I didn’t care if he 
was going to be a cripple the rest of his 
life. | wanted him alive, and home. I would 
beg him on my knees to let me live with 
him. be with him once more, even if he 
didn’t love me anymore. 

Two hours after I arrived at the hospital, 
Jeff was brought out of the operating 
room, his head and chest swathed in band- 
ages. He was unconscious when _ they 
passed me and rolled him into one of the 
private rooms. I stood waiting at the en- 
trance of the room and when the doctors 
came out they told me Jeff would regain 
consciousness soon, that he would recover. 

I sat at Jeff's side and waited. When he 
opened his eyes a smile crossed his lips. 
As he lowered his eyes and looked at his 
right hand, I got a swelling inside me. In 
his hand was an envelope that they said 
he’d held tightly to during his operation. 
Jeff handed it to me. I opened it and 
looked inside and there, as I had left them, 
were the $700 and the pawn ticket for my 
rings. 

I softly kissed Jeff on the lips as he 
closed his eyes and drifted into slumber. 
And now, I knew that I was the luckiest 
woman in the world; the love I found 
across a poker table was mine again. God 
willing, ’ll spend the rest of my life prov- 
ing to Jeff that I can be a good wife and 
mother, a faithful, understanding wife who 
learned the hard way that life is both bit- 
ter and sweet to all, THE END 











